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CHAPTER I. 
Sursum corda ! (Lift up your hearts.) 

Pom, AjorU 20th, 185—* 
Here, then, is the second evening that I have spent in 
this wretched room, looking gloomily at the empty fire- 
place, listening mechanically to the monotonous buzz and 

rolling of wheels in the street, and feeling myself, in the 

■ "•*■■*• 
midst of this great city, mor^ • JdSi^ty, more deserted, and 

• ••'•••''■>--• V^^ ''■'''''-' • 
nearer to despair, than- the.; shi^wreciked sailor shivering 

in mid-ocean on his brqjjen jdank.:. .. No more of this un- 

manly weakness ! I will look i^y iiestiny in the fece, to 

• •»■ \ 

rob it of its spectral air j I will also open my heart, which 
is overflowing with grief, to the sole confidant whose pity 
cannot humiliate me — ^to that pale and last-remaining 
:&iend who looks upon me from my mirror. I will there- 
fore write down my thoughts and my life, not with a daily 
and childish precision, but without any important omission, 
and, above all, without felsehood. I shall feel an affection 

B 



2 THE DISGUISED KOBLEHAN ; 

for this journal ; it will be, as it were, a brotherly ecHo 
to cheat mj solitude; it will furnish me at the same time 
with a kind of second conscience, warning me to allo'w no' 
trait to imprint itself upon my life which my own hajid 
cannot steadily delineate. 

I now seek in the past, with a sorrowful eagerness^ 
for aU those facts and incidents which should long ago 
have enlightened me, had not my eyes been closed to all 
illumination by filial respect, by custom, and the indiffer- 
ence of indolent happiness. The constant dejection of 
my mother is now explained ; I understand, too, her dis* 
taste for society; and that simple and unchanging dress at 
hers, which was the object sometimes of my other's lidi* 
cule, sometimes of his anger; *' You look like a iservanV* 
he would say. 

I could not close my eyes to the fact that our domestic 
life was at times disturbed by quarrels of a more import- 
ant nature; but I was never an eye-witness of them. 
The angry and imperious tones of my father, the murmurs 
of a voice apparently entreating, stifled sobs — this was all 
I could hear of them. I attributed these storms to violent 
and ineffectual attempts to bring back my mother's inch* 
naticm lor the elegant and stirring life which she had loved 
as much as a good woman can, but into which she no longer 
followed my father, save with a dislike which every day 
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made more determined. It was seldom that after these 
scenes my &ther did not hasten to buy some costly trinket 
■which my mother would find under her serviette on sitting 
down to table, and which she never wore. One day, in 
mid-winter, she received from Paris a large case full of 
exotics; she thanked my £ither warmly, but, as soon as he 
had left her room, I saw her slightly shrug her shoulders^ 
and cast towards heaven a look of hopeless despair. 

Daring my childhood and early youth, I had great 
respect for my &ither, but little enough of afifection^ 
Through the whole of that time I knew, in fact, only the 
dark side of his character — ^the only side which displayed 
itself in private life, for which my fiither was not made. 
Later, when my age allov/ed me to go with him into 
society, I was astonished and delighted to find in him 
qualities of which I had no susj;^cion. It seemed as if, 
within the enclosure of our old &imily chateau^ he felt 
himself under the influence of some fatal enchantment; 
scarcely was he beyond the gates, when I saw his brow 
grow clear, and his chest expand — he -grew young agaiM. 
**Come, Maxime," he would cry, "now for a gallop!" 
And we flew gaily over the ground. At those times he 
uttered shouts of boyish joy, had an enthusiastic bearing, 
a nimble &iicy, and a flow of feeling which charmed my 
young heart, and of which I would but too gladly have 

B 2 



4 THE DISGUISED NOBLEHAXj 

brought something back to my poor mother, forgotten in 
her comer. It was then I began to love my father; and 
my tenderness for him was increased by real admiration, 
when I saw him in all the festivities of worldly life, in the 
hunting-field, at races, balls^ and dinners, bringing out the 
sympathetic qualities of his brilliant nature. An admirable 
horseman, a dazzling conversationalist^ a skilful player, a 
fearless hearty an open hand, I regarded him as a finished 
type of manly grace and chivalrous nobility. He used to 
call himself, smiling with a kind of bitterness, ''the last 
gentleman." Such was my £either in society; but he 
was no sooner returned home, tlian my mother and I had 
before our eyes again only the restless, moody, violent 
old man. 

My father*s outbursts against so sweet and delicate a 
creature as my mother, would certainly have been revolt- 
ing to me, had they not been followed by those quick 
returns of tenderness, and those redoubled attentions oi 
which I have spoken. Justified in my eyes by these 
tokens of repentance, my father seemed to me only a man 
of naturally kind feelings, but carried beyond himself at 
times by stubborn and systematic opposition to all his 
tastes and likings. My mother seemed to be attacked by 
a sort of nervous disorder — & kind of hypochondria. My 
&>ther gave me to understand as much, though always 
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maintaining with regard to the subject a reserve which I 
thought very fitting. 

My mother's feelings towards my fe.ther were to me 
incomprehensible. The looks which she fixed on him 
seemed at times tinctured with a strange expression of 
harshness; but it was only a flash, and the next moment 
lier beautiful humid eyes, and her countenance, which had 
an xmalterable charm, testified to nothing save tender de« 
votion and most loving deference. 

My mother was married at fifteen, and I was close on 
jny twenty-second year when my sister, my poor Helen, 
first -saw the light. A short time after her birth, my 
father, issuing one morning with anxious brow from the 
room where my mother was languishing, made me a sign 
to follow him into the garden. After two or tliree turns 
in silence, he said to me^"Maxime, your mother is 
growing stranger than ever !" 

" She sufiers so much, father." 

"Yes, no doubt; but she has a very singular fancy: 
she wishes that you should study law." 

"Study law! How can my mother want me, at my 
age, with my birth and position, to go and waste my time 
on the benches of a school? It would be ridiculous!" 

"So I think," said my father, drily; " but your moth**- 
is ill : there is nothing more to say." 
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I was at that time a simpleton, very much inflat-ed by 
* my name, my youtliful consequence, and little succesees in 
society, but my heart was sound : I adored my mother, 
with whom I had lived for twenty years in the closest 
intimacy that can bind two human souls. I ran to assure 
her of my obedience ; and she thanked me with an incli* 
nation of the head and a sorrowful smile^ at the same time 
bidding me kiss my sister, who was asleep on her knee. 

^ Our home was within half a league of Grenoble, ' so 
that I could go through a course of law without quitting 
the, paternal roo£ My mother informed herself day by 
day as to the progress of my studies, mth an interest so 
lively and persevering, that I came to ask myself whether 
there was not behind this unusual attention something 
more than a sick woman^s fency; whether, perhaps, my 
&,ther^s dislike and contempt for the positive and trouble- 
some side of life, had not wrought some secret ravages in 
our resources, which an acquaintance with law and a 
familiarity with business might, my mother hoped, enable 
his son to repair. However, I could not dwell on this 
thouglit. I remembered, it is true, having heard my 
father complain bitterly of the disasters which our fortunes 
had undergone in the revolutionary times; but his com. 
plaints had long since ceased; and, indeed, I had never 
been able to avoid thinking them quite unjust, as our 
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position with regard to property seemed to me most satuih 
fefitoiy. We Uved, in fcc<^ near Grenoble^ in our heredi- 
tary ^milj cMteau, which was spoken of throughont the 
^country for its grand seignorial air. My fiubher and I 
wotdd often hunt for a whole day without leaving onr 
own 'land or our own wood& Our stables were ancient 
and lai^e^ and always filled with valuable horses, which 
were my other's passion and pride. We had besides at 
Pans, on the Boulevard des Capucines^ a handsome house, 
where a comfortable abode was secured to us. Lastly, in 
the habitual style of our house, there was nothing to be- 
tray the shadow of pinching or contrivane& Oar tables 
too, was always served with a particuhu: and refined deli- 
cacy> which my ^Either appreciated. 

Meanwhile, my moihei's heaUh im« almort inKnaUy 
but steadily declining. A time came when that angelic 
disposition changed That month which — in my presence 
at least — ^had uttered none but gpentle words, became 
bitter and attacking : eveiy step that I took outside the 
chateau drew forth sarcastic and painful remarks. My 
father, who was ^red no more than I was, bore these 
attacks with a patience which seemed to me meritorioas 
on his part ; but he began to spend his time more than 
ever away fixmi home^ feeling, as he said, the want of 
ceaseless diversion and change. He always desired me to 
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accompany him ; and my love of pleasure, the impatient 
eagerness of my age, and, in a word, the weakness of my 
heart, made him find me only too ready to obey. 

On a certain day in September, 185 — , some races, for 
which my father had several horses entered, were to take 
place on a course at no great distance fix>m the chateau. 
We started, my £either and I, early in the morning, and 
breakfasted on the course. Toward the middle of the 
day, as I was galloping on the border of the race-course, 
so as to follow more closely the progress of the struggle, 
I was suddenly joined by one of our servants, who had 
sought me, he said, for more than half an hour ; he added 
that my father had already returned to the chS.teau, 
where my mother had sent for him, and where he begged 
me to follow him without delay. 

" But, in Heaven's name, what is. the matter ? " 

" I think madame is worse," the man replied. And I 
set off like a madman. 

On arriving, I saw my sister at play on the grass-plot 
in the middle of the great court-yard, which was silent 
and deserted. She ran to meet me as I goli down fix)m my 
horse, and, while embracing me, said with a mysterious air 
of business, and almost of joy, " The clergyman is come." 

Still I saw no unusual excitement in the house — ^no 
sign of disorder or alarm. I hastily ascended the stair- { 
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case, and was crossing the boudoir which adjoined my 
mother's room, when the door gently opened, and ^ my 
father appeared, I stopped before him : he was very 
2)ale, and his lips were trembling. '' Maxime," he said, 
"without looking at me, "your mother wants you." 

I would have questioned him, but he made a sign 
with his hand, and hastened to a window, apparently 1^ 
look out. 

I entered the room. My mother was half-reclining in 
lier easy-chair, over the side of which hung one of her 
arms, as if nerveless. Suddenly I discerned once more 
on her face, now of a waxen paUor, the exquisite gentle- 
ness and delicate grace which suffering had recently 
banished ; the angel of eternal rest was already plainly 
spreading his wing over that calm forehead. I fell on my 
knees : she half opened her eyes, raised with difficulty 
her drooping head, and gazed upon me long and intently* 
Then, with a voice which was only an interrupted breath-* 
ing, she slowly said these words : ** Poor child ! I am 
worn out, you see — do not weep ! You have neglected 
me a little latterly ; but I have been so ill-tempered. We 
shall meet again, Maximo : all will be explained, my son- 
I can speak no longer. Bemind your &ther of what he 
has promised. In the battle of Ufe be strong, and forgivo 
the weak 1 " 
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She appeared quite overcome, intemipted herself for 
a moment^ tli^n raising her finger with an effort^ and 
looking steadily at me, said, ^ Your sister 1'* Her death- 
coloured eyelids closed, then she opened them again sud- 
denly, and stretched oat her arms with a stiff and oaiinoas 
gesture. I uttered a cry, my father ran in, and pressed 
for a long time to hui breast^ with heart-rending sobs^ the 
^ shattered corpse of a martyr. 

After the lapse of a few weeks, at the formal request 
of my &ther, who, he said, was only obeying the last 
wishes of her whose loss we wept, I left France^ and 
began thai life of wandering in the world whidli I have 
led almost to this day. In a year of absence my heart, 
which became more and more loving as the wretched 
impetnoarty of my age died out — my heart, I say, urged 
me more than once to go and bathe again at the fountain 
of my life — between my mother's grave and my little 
sister's cradle ; but my Either had himself fixed the exact 
duration of my travels, and he had not brought me up 
to treat his wishes lightly. His correspoiidence--affec- 
tionate^ but brief — announced no impatience about my 
return. I waa all the more terrified when, on landing 
two* months ago at Marseilles, I found several letters from 
him, all recalling me with feverish haste. 

It was on a gloomy evening in the month of February 
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that I again saw the massive walls of our ancient dwell- 
ings standing in relief &oni a slight £a31 of snoW which 
covered the country. An easterly wind, chilling and icy, 
blew at intervals ; jiakes of hoar-frost fefl like dead leaves 
fix)nx the trees in the avenue, and settled on the damp 
earth with a slight but mournful sound. On entering 
the court-yard I sow a shadow, that seemed to be my 
father's, on one of the windows of the great saloon on 
the ground-floor, which in the latter part of my mother^s 
life wa& never opened. I rushed forward. On seeing me 
my father uttered an indistinct exclamation ; then opened 
his arms to me, and I oould feel his heart beating vio- 
lently against mine. '^Thon art frozen, my poor child," 
he said: contrary to his ciistom, he used the ^^thou;" 
^ warm yonr9el£ This room is cold ; but I keep to it now 
by preference, for one can at least breathe in it.** 
"Are yon not well, my feiUier^'* 
^ Bat middling, as you see.'' And leaving me near 
the chimney, he resumed the walk which I seemed to 
have interrupted, pacing to and fro the immense saloon, 
£untly lighted by two or three tapera 

This strange reception had astounded me. I looked 
at my j&ther in a state of stupefaction. 

^Have you seen my horses t" he asked suddenly, 
without stopping. 
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« My father !" 

"Ah! stay — ^you are right! You are just come.*' 
(After a silence) — "Maxime," he resumed^ "I wish to 

speak with you." 

" I am listening, father.'* 

Apparently he did not hear me, for he continued 
walking for some time, and repeated several times at 
intervals, " I wish to speak with you, my son," At last 
he heaved a deep sigh, passed one hand across his fore- 
head, and suddenly sitting down, beckoned me to a chair in 
front of him. Then, as if he wished to speak, but could 
not simmion up the courage, he fixed his eyes on mine, 
and I read in them an expression of anguish, meekness, 
and entreaty, which, in so proud a man as my father, 
touched me deeply. Whatever might be the wrongs he 
had so much difficulty in compressing, I felt in the depth 
of my soul that they were already freely forgiven, when 
on a sudden his gaze, which was not withdrawn from my 
face, assumed a wonderful and vaguely terrible fixity; his 
hand tightened on my arm, he rose in his chair, and 
sinking back immediately, fell heavily on the floor. He 
was no more ! 

The heart neither argues nor calculates. That is its 
glory. In an instant I had divined it all — a single 
minute had sufficed to reveal all at once, without a woixi 
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of explanation ; but by a flash of irresistible light, tho 
&tal truth, of which a thousand facts, repeated daily 
before me for twenty years, had aroused in me no sus- 
picion. I understood that ruin was* about me, in the 
house and on my head. Alas ! I know not whether, if 
my father had left me overwhelmed with benefits, it would 
have cost jne more copious and more bitter tears. My 
regret and deep sorrow were united to a pity which, 
ascending from a son to a father, caused a strangely bitter 
feeling. I had ever before me that entreating, humiliated, 
distracted look : I was in despair that I had been unable 
to say a word of solace to that unhappy heart before it 
broke, and I cried madly to him who no longer heard me, 
** I forgive you ! I forgive you 1" O God, what moments 
were those ! 

From what I could learn, it seemed that my mother, 
when dying, made my father promise to sell the larger 
portion of his property to pay off entirely the enormous 
debt which he had contracted, by spending every year a 
third more than his income, and afterwards to reduce his 
expenditure strictly in proportion to what remained. My 
fikther had tried to keep his engagement : he had sold his 
timber, and part of his land ; but finding a considerable 
sum thus in hand, he had employed only a small part of 
it for the extinction of his debt, and had endeavoured to 
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restore Iiis fortune by intrusting the remainder to tKe 
detestable chances of the funds. This completed his ruin. 
I cannot jet fathom the depths of the abyss in which 
we arc swallowed up. A week after my father's death Z 
fell seriously ill, and it was with difficulty that, after t^wo 
months of suffering, I was able to leave our hereditary 
chiteau on the day when a stranger took possession. 
Happily, an old friend of my mother, living at Paiisy wlio 
formerly had charge of our affidrs as notary, came to my 
help in this sad position, and offered to take upon himftelf 
the task of liquidation, which, to my inexperience^ seemed 
one of inextricable difficulty. I left the care of arranging 
the business of succession to the property entirely in his 
hands ; and I presume that his task is finished to-day. 
No sooner had I arrived yesterday morning, than I ran 
to his house : he was in the country, and is not to return 
until to-morrow. These two days have been very trying 
to me j xmcertainty is truly the worst of all evils, for it 
is the only one which suspends the elasticity of the soul, 
and paralyses its courage. Ten years ago, I should have 
been greatly surprised had any one prophesied that the 
old notary, whose formal language and stiff politeness so 
highly amused my father and myself, would one day be 
the oracle from whom I awaited the decree that was to 
decide iny destiny ! I do my best to be on my guard 
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against exaggerated hopes; I have made approximate 
calculations that there woxdd remain to us, after all debts 
are paid, a sum of from a hundred and twenty to a hun- 
•dred and fifty thousand francs. It is strange if a fortune 
of ^ye millions does not leave at least this "wreck. I pur- 
pose to take ten thousand francs for my share, and seek 
my fortime in the new States of the Union ; the remainder 
I shall leave to my sister. 

I have written enough 'for one night. It is a sad • 
occupation to evoke such remembrances^ Still, I feel 
that it has somewhat restored my calmness. Truly, labour 
is a sacred law, for even the slightest application of it will 
result in an indescribable satis&otion and serenity. Man 
does not love work. Nevertheless, he cannot slight its 
indisputable blessings : he tastes them daily, and makes a 
boast of them ; and on the morrow, betakes himself to 
•work again with the same distaste. There seems to me a 
singcdar mystery and contradiction about work ; as if we 
felt in it at the same time punishment, and the divine 
fjEitherly natiire of our Judge. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

TJiursdcttf, 
When I got up this monung, a letter was put into 

my hands, from old M. Laub6pin. It was to invite me 

to dinner, apologising, at the same time, for so great a 

liberty; it contained noncommunication relative to my 

afiairs. I drew an ill omen from this reserve. 

To while away the time amtil the hour appointed, I 
brought my sister from her convent, and took her for a 
walk about Paris. The child has no suspicion of our 
ruin. In the course of the day she indulged in several 
pretty expensive fancies. She laid in a large stock of 
gloves, rose-tinted paper, sweetmeats for her friends, ][)er- 
fumes, extraordinary kinds of soap, and small pencils — ^all 
very useful things, no doubt, but not so necessary as a 
•dinner. May she never know it ! 

At six o'clock I was at M. Laub^pin's house. Rue 
Cassette. I do not know what our old friend's age may 
be ; but, as far back as I can recollect, I remember him 
just such as I saw him to-day — ^tall, lean, with a slight 



OB, THE ROMANCE OF A FOOB YOUNG MAN. 17 

stoop, white hair in soine disorder, a piercing eye under 
bushy black eyebrows, a face showing both vigour and 
refinement. I recognised, too, the old-&shioned black 
coat, the professional white cravat, and the hereditary 
diamond in his frill; in shorty all the outward marks of a 
grave, methodical mind, that was attached to traditions. 
The old gentleman awaited me before the open door of his 
little drawing-room ; after a low bow, he took my hand 
lightly with two of his fingers, and led me up to an old 
lady of a very plain appearance, who was standing before 
the mantel-piece. ** The Marqtds de Champcey d'Haute- 
rive!" said M. Laub6pin, in a strong, deep, emphatic 
voice. Then, immediately turning towards me, and in a 
more humble tone : " Madame Laub6pin." 

We sat down, and for a moment there was an embar- 
rassed silence. I had looked for immediate instruction as 
to my exact position ; perceiving that it was deferred, I 
presumed it could not be of an agreeable nature, and this 
presumption was' strengthened by the looks' of discreet 
compassion with which Madame Laub6pin furtively 
honoured me. As for M. Laub^pin, he watched me with 
a curious attentiveness, which I fancied was tinctured 
with ill-feeling. I remembered then, that my father had 
always claimed to discern in the heart of the punctilious 
scrivener, under all his pretence of respect, traces of the 
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It^ven of the boui^eois^ the roturier, and eyen of the 
JiU)obin. This leayen I thought was fennentmg a little 
jufit now; and the old man's secret dislikes seemed gra- 
tified at the sight of a gentleman thns on the rack. J 
began talking at once, in the attempt to show, spite of the 
prostration I really felt, that mj mind was perfectly easy. 
"Why, M. Lanb^pin," I said, "you have left the Place 
des Fetits P^res — that dear Place des Petits P^res. I 
would not have believed you could make up your mind 
to it." 

"The truth is, marquis,'* replied M. Laub6pin, "it is 
not a fickleness that suits my age ; but when I gave up 
the profession, I had to give up the office, since one can- 
not take down an escutcheon so easily as a sign." 

" But you still do some business?" 

"Yes, marquis, in the way of friendly assistance 
Some families of distinction and consideration, whose 
confidence I have been so happy as to gain in the course 
of a forty-five years' practice, are still pleased, in cases of 
unusual delicacy, to seek advice from my experience, and 
I think I may add, that they seldom repent follow- 
ing it." 

When M. Laub^pin had done himself justice on this 
head, an old servant came in to announce dinner; and I 
had the pleasure of conducting Madame Laub6pin into 
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the adjoining room. The conversation throughout the 
meal turned on the most insignificant trifles ; M. Laub^pin 
not ceasing to fix on me a pierdng look of doubtful mean- 
ing, while Madame Laub^pin, when helping me to any 
dish, would use that tone of grief and compassion which 
we assume by a sick man's bed. At length we rose, and 
the old notary led me into his study, where cofiee was 
immediately served. Bidding me be seated, and turning 
his back to the fire-place, M. Laub^pin then began-^ 
*' Marquis, you have done me the honotir to intrust to my 
care the settlement of the inheritance of the late Marquis 
de Champcey d'Hauterive, your father. I was preparing to 
write you no later than yesterday, when I learned of your 
arrival in Paris, which enables me to give you a vivd-voce 
account of the result of my zeal and labours." 

^ I have a presentiment^ sir, that the result is not a 
satisfactory one.'* 

"No, marquis, it is not; and I will not conceal from 
you that you will have need of courage to hear it; but I 
am in the habit of proceeding methodically. 

"It was in the year 1820, sir, that Mademoiselle 

Louise H61^ne Dugald Delatouche d'Erouville was sought 

in marriage by Charles Chriistian Odiot, Marquis de 

Champcey d'Hauterive. ^ Invested by a tradition of ageSi 

as it were with the management of the affairs of the 

c 2 
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Dngald Delatouche family, and, xnoreorer, loDg since on ct 
footing of respectful intimacy with the young heiress of 
that house, I had to use all the arguments reason could 
famish to oppose the inclination of her heart, and turn 
her aside from this melancholy alliance. I say melancholy 
alliancej; not that M» de Champcey^s fortune, spite of 
certain mortgages with which it was even then burdened, 
was unequal to that of Mademoiselle Delatouche; but I 
knew M. de Champce/s disposition and temper, which 
were partly hereditary. Under the seductive and chival- 
rous exterior, which distinguished him and all of his house, I 
saw plainly obstinate thoughtlessness, hopeless imprudence^ 
a mad love of pleasure^ and lastly, implacable selfish- 
ness-^—" 

"Sir," said I, angrily interrupting him, "my father's 
memory is sacred to me, and I expect it to be so to all 
who speak of my &ther in my presence." 

" Sir," the old man resumed, with a sudden violent 
emotion, "I respect the feeling; but when I speak of your 
father, I can scarcely forget that I speak of the man 
who killed your mother, who was a heroine, a saint, an 
angel !" ' 

I rose in great agitation. M. Laub^pin took a few 
paces up and down the room, and seized my arm. " Par- 
don, young man," he said, " but I loved your mother. I 
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wept for her. Be kind enough to forgive me." Then, 
standing before the mantel-piece, he added, in the most 
impressive tone he could assume, '* I had the honour and 
vexation of drawing up your mother^e marriage contract. 
In spite of all I could >say, your mother'^ property was 
not settled on herself; and it was not without great effort 
that I contrived to introduce into the deed a protecting 
i^lause, declaring inalienable, without your mother's legal 
•consent, about a third of her real property : a vain, and I 
might say, marquis, cruel precaution of blundering Mend-r 
ship j for this h.tal clause had only the effect of preparing 
the most unendurable torture for her whose peace it was 
intended to secure : I mean those struggles, quan*els, and 
scenes of violence, the echo of which must more than 
once have reached your ears, and in which was torn piece- 
meal from your unhappy mother the last inheritance-— tho 
very bread of her children." 

" Spare me, sir, I beg." 

** I bow to your wish, marquis. I will speak of the 
present only. As soon as I was honoured with your 
confidence^ my first duty, sir, was to request you not to 
accept an inheritance which would bring with it such 
heavy obligations." 

" Such an act, sir, seemed to me an insult to my 
fattier's memory, and I had to decline it" 
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M. Laub^pin darted at me one of his familiar in- 
qnisitive glances, and resumed: — "Apparently, you are 
not unaware, sir, that for want of having adopted tliis 
course, legally open to you, you stand responsible for the 
burdens of .the estate^ even should they exceed its value. 
Now, it becomes my painful duty to inform you, marquis, ^ 
that this is exactly the predicament in wliich you stand. 
As you will see in tliese papers, it is quite clear that, after 
selling your hotd on unhoped-for terms^ you and your 
sister will still remain indebted to your father's creditors 
in a sum of forty-five thousand francs." 

I was truly overwhelmed by this news^ which surpassed 
my most painful apprehensions* For a minute I listened 
stu jHdly to the monotonous ticking of the clock, on which 
I fixed a vacant stare. 

**And now," M. Laub^pin resumed, after a silence, 
" the time is come to teU you, marquis, that your mother, 
in anticipation of possibilities, which to-day are unhappily 
realised, deposited with me certain jewels, the value of 
which is estimated at about £fby thousand francs. To 
prevent this slight sum, henceforth your sole resource, 
from passing into the hands of the creditors of the estate, 
we can avail ourselves, I believe, of a legsl subterfuge 
which I shall have the honour of pointing out to you." 

** You would but waste your time, sir. I am too happy 
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to be able, by the help of tbis unexpected reserve, to pay 
off my father's debts in full, and I will ask you to derote 
it to that purpose." 

M. Laub^pin bowed slightly. "Be it so," he said; 
" but it is impossible for me not to point out to you, mar- 
quis, that when once this deduction is made from the 
deposit in my keepings there will remain, as the whole 
fortune of Mademoiselle Helen and yourself only a sum 
of £>ur or five thousand francs, which, at the present rate 
of money, will give yon. an income of two hundred and 
twenty-five francs. After saying this, marquis, allow me, 
in a confidential, fiiendly, and respectful manner, to ask 
you whether you have thought of any way for securiug 
the means of subsistence for yourself and your sister and 
ward, and what are your plans 1 '* 

"I confess I have no longer any plans, sir. Any 
which I might have formed are irreconcilable with the 
absolute destitution to which I find myself reduced. If 
I were alone in the world, I would become a soldier; but 
I have my sister, and I cannot bear the thought of seeing 
the poor child reduced to labour and privation. She is 
happy in her convent, and is young enough to allow of her 
staying there some years longer. I would accept with all 
my heart any occupation which would enable me^ by prac- 
tising the strictest economy, to eajcn enough to keep mf 
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sister at school, and save up a dowry for her in the 
future." 

M. Laub^pin looked at me steadily. ^To attain this 
honourable end, you ought not at your age, marquis, to 
think of entering on the slow promotion of the public sei> 
vice or of official duties. You would want a situation jfchat 
should secure you, from the outset, five or six thousand 
francs a year. I am boimd to tell you that, in the pre- 
sent state of society, this desideratum can certaroly not be 
had by stretching out your hand for it. HappUy, I have 
to make certain propositions touching yourself of a nature 
to influence your position at once, and with no great 
trouble." M. Laub6pin fixed his eyes upon me with a 
more penetrating gaze than ever, and continued — '^In the 
first place, marquis, I am to be the spokesman for a clever, 
rich, and influential speculator. This individual has con- 
ceived the idea of a considerable enterprise^ the nature of 
which shall be presently explained to you, and which can 
only succeed with the special co-operation of the aristo- 
cratic class of this country. He thinks that an ancient 
and noble name like your own, marquis, figuring among 
the founders of the undertaking, would win for him some 
sympathy among the special public to which the prospectus 
is to be addressed. In consideration of this advantage, he 
offers you, to begin with, what is commonly called a bonus ; 
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nameljy ten ahares, which will cost you nothing, their 
Talue being reckoned at ten thousand francs now, and 
probably at three times that amount, if the speculation 
succeeds. Besides ^" 

"Stop, sir; such degradation is not worth the pains 
you are taking to explain it.** 

I watched the old man's eye suddenly gleam under his 
thick brows, as if a spark had shot firom them, A slight 
snule relaxed the stiff wrinkles on his countenance. " If 
the proposal does not please you, marquis," he said, 
speaking thickly, *' it pleases me no more than yoursel£ 
In any case, I thought it my duty to submit it to you. 
Here is another, which may better please you, and it is 
really more attractive. I count, sir, in tte number of my 
oldest clients, a worthy merchant who has retired from 
business some little time, and now quietly enjoys, with an 
only and therefore adored daughter, an aurea mediocritas 
which I estimate at twenty-five thousand francs a year. 
Chance would have it that three days ago my client's 
daughter was informed of your position ; I had occasion 
to think, and even reason to know, that the young lady, 
who, by the way, is pleasant to look on, and possessed of 
an irreproachable character, would not hesitate for a 
second to accept from your hand the title of Marchioness 
4e Champcey. The fether consents, and I await only a 
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word &om you, marquis, to tell you the name and abode 
of this — ^interesting fiunily." 

''This offer has decided me at once, sir. From to- 
morrow I will renounce a title which, in my position, is 
ridiculous, and which seems, moreover, to expose me to 
the most wretched schemes of intrigue. The original- 
name of my family is Odiot ; it is the only one I will 
hencefortli bear. And now, sir, while I admit to the 
full how lively was the interest which induced you to 
become the bearer of these curious proposals, I will beg 
you to spare me any others of a similar character." 

'' In that case,, marquis," M. Laub6pin replied, '' I can 
say absolutely nothing further." 

Here, being taken with a sudden fit of merriment, he 
rubbed hisf hands together, with a noise like crackling 
parchment. Then he added, smilingly, " You will be hard 
to dispose of, Monsieur Maxime. Yes, yes — ^veiy hard to 
dispose of. It is strange, sir, that I did not sooner notice 
the striking likeness which I^fature has been pleased to 
trace in your featm*es to your mother — ^the eyes and the 
smile especially. But let us keep to the point ; and as 
you are determined to owe your living to honourable 
labour alone, allow me to ask what talents and aptitudes 
you may possess V* 

^ My education has naturally been, sir, that of a man 
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brotight up to liches and idleness. Still, I have studied 
law, and even have the title of banister." 

'^ Barrister ! The deuce ! you are a barrister, are 70a f 
Bat the title is not enough ; in the career of the bar more 
depends on yourself than in any other — and in it — ^well- 
do yoU feel yourself to be eloquent, marquis ? " 

• ** So far from it^ sir, that I believe myself quite inca" 
pable of speaking two sentences extempore in public." 

" Hm ! That is not exactly what you can call being a 
bom orator. You will therefore need to look elsewhere ^ 
but the matter requires fuller consideration. Besides, I 
see you are tired, marquis. Here are your papers, which 
I beg you will examine at your leisure. I have tho 
honour to wish you good night, sir. Allow me to light 
you. Excuse me, but am I to wait for fresh instructions 
before I apply the proceeds of the sale of the gema 
and jewels in my keeping to the payment of your 
creditors ? ** 

"Certainly not. And I expect you further to deduct 
from this reserve the proper remuneration for your kind 
offices." 

We had reached the landing on the stairs. M. Lau- 
blpin, who stoops a little in walking, drew himself up to 
his full height. 

**In all that concerns your creditors, marquis," h0» 
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said, "I will respectfully obey yoii. As to myself, I was 
a friend of your mother, and I humbly, but earnestly, beg 
your mother's son to treat me as a friend." 

I gave the old man my hand ; he pressed it hard, and 
we parted, 

Betumed to the little room which I occupy under the 
i?oof of this hotel, now no longer mine, I wished to prove 
to myself that the certainty of -my utter -misery did not 
plunge me in a despondency imworthy a maiu I sat my- 
self down to write an account of this decisive day in my liis- 
tory, studying to keep the precise style of the old notary, 
and his language, compounded of stiffness and courtesy, of 
mistrust and good feelings which, even while my soul was 
overwhelmed, more than once made me smila 

This, then, is poverty ; no longer the hidden, proud, 
poetic poverty which in imagination I bravely bore in 
mighty forests, deserts, and savannahs ; but sheer misery, 
want^ dependence, humiliation, something even worse — 
the bitter poverty of the sometime rich man; poverty in 
a> black coat, hiding its bare hands from old friends passing 
by ! Courage, my brother, courage I 
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CHAPTER III. 

Monday, April 27th, 
'WoB, ^Ye days I have in vain waited for news from M^ 
Liaub^pin. I confess I did seriously reckon on the inter- 
est he seemed to take in ma His experience, business 
acquaintances, and extensive connections, gave hirp the 
means of serving me. I was ready to take all necessary 
steps, under his guidance; but, left to myself I have 
absolutely no idea in which direction to shape my course. 
I thought him one of those who promise little and perform 
much. I am afraid I was mistaken. This moriiing I 
resolved to go to his house, under pretence of returning 
the documents which he intrusted to me, and which I 
have found painfully correct. They told me that the 
good man had gone to taste the pleasures of the country, 
in some chateau or other in the heart of Brittany. He 
will be away two or three days longer. This news com- 
pletely upset me. I not only experienced the vexation of 
meeting with apathy and neglect where I had expected to 
find the warmth of devoted friendship ; I had, in addition. 
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the annoyance of returning as I went, with an empty 
purse. My intention was to have asked M. Laub6pin to 
make me an advance on the three or four thousand francs 
which we shall have left after paying off our debts in full ; 
for, in spite of living like a hermit since coming to Paris, 
the trifling sum which I managed to put aside for my 
journey is completely exhausted — so completely ex- 
hausted, that, after making a genuine pastoral breakfast 
this morning, 

^ Castanese moUes et presd copia lactis,'* 

I was obliged, for my dinner this evening, to have recourse 
to a kind of deception, the melancholy history of which I 
will here record. 

" The more meagre a man's breakfast, the stronger his 
desire for dinner." I felt the full force of this axiom to- 
day, even before the sun had finished his course. Among 
the promenaders who were attracted this afternoon to the 
Tuileries by the mildness of the weather, and who watched 
the first smiles of spring playing on the marble faces of 
the sylvan deities, might have been noticed a man, still 
young, and irreproachably dressed, apparently studying 
the re-awakening of Nature with unusual anxiety. . Not 
satisfied with devouring the fresh verdure with his gaze, 
it was not seldom that this person might be seen to pluck 
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firom their stems young appetising shoots, and half-un- 
folded leaves, and to liffc them to his lips with the curiosity 
of a botanist. I am in a position to assert that this ali- 
mentary resource which had been pointed out to me by 
narratives of shipwreck, is of a veiy indifferent value. 
Still, I have enriched my experience with some interesting 
ideas : thus I know for the future that the leaves of the 
chestnut are exceedingly bitter to the taste, no less than 
to the heart; the rose-tree is not bad; the lime is oily 
and pretty agreeable ; while the lilac, seasoned with pepper, 
is, I think, imwholesome. 

Still reflecting on these discoveries, I walked in the 
direction of Helen's convent. On entering the par- 
lour, which I found as full as a hive, I felt more than 
usually deafened by the noisy chat of the young bees. 
Helen came in, her hair in disorder, her cheeks inflamed, 
and her eyes red and flashing. She held in her hand a 
piece of bread as long as her arm. As she kissed me with 
an absent air, I said : '^ Well, my child, what is the matter 
now? You have been crying 1" 

" No, no, Maxime, there's nothing the matter." 

" What is it now ? Come " 

She lowered her voice. "Oh! I am very unhappy, 
my poor Maxiine, there." 

" Indeed! Tell me about it while you eat your bread.*' 
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" Oil ! I am sure I am not going to eat my bread ; I am 
fiar too unhappy to eat. You know.Lucy — ^Lucy Campbell, 
my best friend ? Well, we have had a deadly quarrel" 

** Bless me ! but make your mind easy, my darling ; 
you will be friends again, I am sure." 

^' Oh, Maxime ! it's impossible^ you see. Things have 
been too serious. It was nothing at firsts but one gets 
warm, you know, and loses one's temper. Fancy, we were 
playing at shuttlecock, and Lucy counted the points 
wrong. I had six hundred and eighty, and she had only 
six hundred and fifteen, and would have it she had six 
hundred and seventy-fiva It was a little too bad, you 
must confess. Of course I stuck to my number and she 
to hers. * Very well, mademoiselle,* I said, *let jas constdt 
these young ladies; I appeal to them.' ^No, mademoi- 
selle,' she said, 'I am certain my number is right, and you 
don't play fiiir.' * Very well, mademoiselle,' I said, *and 
you are a liar !* And then she said : * For my part> 
mademoiselle, I despise you too much to answer you.' It 
was lucky Sister St. Felix came in at that moment, for I 
believe I should have struck her. After what has passed, 
you can see if it is possible for us to be Mends any more. 
It's impossible; it would be mean. Still, I can't tell you 
what I suffer; I don't believe there is anybody in the 
world so unhappy as I am." 
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** Certainly, my child, it is hard to &,ncy a heayier 
misfortune than yours; but, to tell you my mind about it, 
vou brought it on* yourself a little, for the most wounding 
expression in the quarrel came from your mouth. Tell 
me^ is your Lucy in the parlour ?" 

** Yes, there she is in the comer yonder." And she 
pointed out to me, with a dignified and discreet nod of the 
bead, a very fair-complexioned little girl, who also had 
inflamed cheeks and red eyes, and seemed to be giving a 
very attentive old lady an account of the drama which 
Sister St. Felix bad so luckily interrupted. While speak- 
ing with a fire worthy of the subject, Mile. Lucy darted 
from time to time a fiirtive glance at Helen and me. 

" Well, my dear child," I said, "have you confidence 
in me 1" 

" Yes, I have great confidence in you, Maxime." 

"Well, then, this is what you will do : you will go 
and place yourself quite gently behind Mile. Lucy's chair; 
you will take hold of her head, like this, from behind, and 
kiss her on both cheeks, like that^ heartily, and then 
you'll see what she will do." 

Helen seemed to hesitate a few seconds, then set off in 
haste, and, falling like a thunderbolt on Mile. Campbell, 
caused Her, nevertheless, the sweetest surprise. The twc 
unhappy children, now united again for ever, mingled 

D 
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their tears iaa a toaoidzig group, while lihe ag^ and 
"NrertJiy; Sister St. Pelix< blew lier noBe.witib^ sound like 
bagpipes. 

Helen «ame back all radiant tortfixid me. '*«Well, my 
love," I oaid to her, "I hope now -you will eat' your 
bread?" 

^^Oh! indeed, np, *Mazime; I r have been: too much 
excited, you see; and, < besides, I must.tell youa new 
sdbc^r cama totday^ and.:gaye ns a feast of p«fi& ajotdeakes 
•and cream chocolate, so tiiatl am not at all Imngvy. 'In- 
deed I. am very mnoh^ tcoubled, because ; in < my distress I 
forgot just now to put my l»ead into the basket cagain^ as 
we ought to do when we are* not hxmgryiatlunbh, and I 
am a&ald of being punished ; but. whenj I 'got through the 
court-yard I shall try to throw my bread down the cellar- 
grating, without any <me seeing, it." 

^* What ! my little sister,'"^ Iretumed, blulshing slightly, 
^jQu. xope .gcojog 'to .;tikoQfW .away f that geeat piece • of 
bread?" 

^'Wdl, 'I know it iaft right; for pei;haps some 
poor people would be very,glaki»to liave it; '^wouldit't 
they, Maximo ?*' 

'' Gettaiaiy they wotdd/my Jdaar ishild." 

'< But \ehatiaflaa I *o ;do ? Poor people don-t come in 
here." 
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"Let us see, Helen; yon give me the bread, and I 
will give it in jonr name to the first poor man I meet : 
shall I r 

" Oh ! that will do ! " It struck the hour for retiring. 
I broke the bread in two, and ignominiously slipped the 
pieces into my overcoat poekets. 

" Gooctbye, dear Maxime," said the child ; come again 
soon, won't you ? • And you'll tell me if you met a poor 
man and gave iiim my bread, and whether he liked it." 

Yea^: Helen, I did meet a poor man, and gave him 
your bread ; he carried it away like a stolen loaf to his 
lonely garret, and he did like it ; but it was a poor man 
with no courage, for he wept while devouring the gift 
bestowed by your beloved little hands. I will tell you all 
this, Helen, for it is good you should know that there are 
heavier troubles in the world than your childish troubles ] 
I will tell you everything, except the poor man's name. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

Tuesday, April 28^^. 
This momiiig, at nine o'clock, I rang at M. Laublpin's 
door, in tLs vague hope that something might have 
hastened his return; but he is not expected before 
to-morrow. The thought occurred to me to address 
myself to Mme. Laub^pin, and to tell her of the extreme 
annoyance to which her husband's absence subjected me. 
While I was hesitating between shame and want, the 
old servant, apparently frightened at the hungry look 
which I fixed on her, cut the discussion short by sud- 
denly shutting the door. I then came to a determina- 
tion, and resolved to &st until to-morrow. I said 
to myself ''After all, a man does not die of a single 
day's fasting." If I was to be blamed in this course 
for an excess of pride, I alone had to suffer for, it^ and 
consequently it concerned no one but myself. 

Upon this T took my way to the Sorbonne, where I 
had attended several lectures in succession, trying, by 
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dint of intellectual enjoyment^ to fill the void which 

made itself felt in the flesh; but the time came when 

this resource failed me, and I bogd. began to find it 

inefifectual I felt particularly an intense nervous irrita^ 

tion, which I hoped to soothe by walking. It was a 

cold and foggy day. As I was crossing the Font des 

Saints P^res, I stopped for a moment in spite of myself; 

X leaned on the parapet and watched the troubled waters 

of the river tumbling through the arches. I know not 

i^hat -^cked thoughts at that moment crossed my weary 

and weakened brain ; on a sudden I pictured to myself 

in the most dreary colours, the future of ceaseless strife, 

of dependence and humiliation, on which I was entering 

through the gate of hunger ; I felt a deep and positive 

loathing, as it were an incapability of living. At the same 

moment a flood of wild and brutal rage rushed through 

my brain, a dizzy sensation seized me^ and leaning over 

the empty space, I saw the whole sur&oe of the river 

studded with stars. 

I will not say, in common phrase^ ''it was not God's 
wilL" I do not like thpse unmeaning expressions. I 
venture to say, it was not my will ! God has made us 
free; and, if I could have doubted it previously, that 
supreme moment, when the soul and the body, courage 
luad cowardice, good and evil, were so clearly in mortaL 
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eombat wxiMn me, that momeot 'would have remoTed my 

doubte for ever. 

Once more master of mysd^ I no longer fAt, in look- 
ing on those dreadfiol -watcra, anything save the very* 
hannleoB and toUrably-stapid temptation to qsiuich the 
thiESt irbichwas consuming me* I reflected,. mMeovw; ^ 



that in my /own room I shookl find moch clearer ivater, 
and I <|abkly made my way towards the«-hotel) som- 
mooting up a delightful imaged the pteasnres which 
awaited me there In my chsldiahness I«was astonished, 
nay^ oo«ild not: get over the iaat, that I had: not sooner 
thongbt of this yictorioos device. On the boulevard I 
saddeaiy- came across Gaston de Yonx, whom I 'had • not 
seen'te' two years. After i a mom^it's hesitation he 
stopped,! shook me cordially by the hand, said a word or 
two'alMMit my ttasels, ? and left me hastily. Then, re- 
timnng^ he* saad^.'^My Mend, yoa must allow me to 
share with you a piece of' good Ivck which has' be&llen 
me within these few days. I have got hold of atreasoze; 
I hare received a lot oi-dgBsn wiiich cost me two francs 
*piece^ but they are above prio& Here's one^ you'll tell 
me what yoo: think of it. Qeod mornings my dear feUoiw^'* 
I moonted painftdily the sizstor^is, andy trembling 
with emotion, seized my lucky carafe^. the oont^its of 
which I swaUewed m little mouthfols ; after ^v4uc1l I 
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lig^^d.my fnend's cigar^ giving myself an enooocaging 
smiie imr tke glass. I: left the boose again, at once, coa- 
vinced'that walking and the sights in the street wiQ^e 
good; for me. On, opening my door,- 1 was smprised and 
diEipIeasedi to see in the nBrrow- passage the wiib of the 
porter <^ithe hotels . who ' seemed disconneried by my 
suddenly appeai)feBO& This wcman was formerly in the 
senioe^ of' my mother;^ who became fond of her^ aad (gasv^ 
her a- husband and the luoratiYe postwhioh she -sfeil 
liolds. iKhad thought I: noticed for several days: thieit. 
slie was keepii^.a watch on me^ and,'.snvpriamg her 
this time aknofiit in thb'vecy -Sauct, I said rocEghly, ^'^YRisJt 
do yvHi want i" ^^othing,. Monsieur:. MaYime, nothii^/* 
shi^ repiied^xnuDh agitated ; 'T w»s tusning^on the gas.^' 
I shrugged my shoulders and walked away. 

TliBiday'/wEs closkig* I couhi^<wa]ibvin:th^ most fre- 
quentedplaees withoat:fea» of th&*v:aBBoyaiioe of meeting * 
aeqiramtaaces. I was oU%6d to throw awi^^ my cigar, , 
which disagreed with mftt My walk- lastediiwio or three 
houfs — homs'of' torturer There is something peculiarly 
bitter imtfeel^ yourself attacldsd^ in the* midst <tf all the 
sj^endouvBAdtqpialence of ciyOised l£fe^ by 'the seouzge of* 
savage' li&^^by hunger* It is akin to madness-- 4t'is- 
a t%er that springs a^ your; throat on thet; (a»>w€kd'i 
bond^vard.' 
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I made fresh reflections. It is not^ then, an idle 
word| this hunger ! There is really a disease of this 
name ; there really are human beings who suffer usually 
-almost every day-what I am suffering by chance, 
once in my life. And for how many of those beings is 
not that suffering increased by complications which are 
spared me ? The only person in the world for whom I 
care, I know her at least to be sheltered from the evils 
which I am undergoing ; I see her dear face happy, rosy, 
and smiling. But those who do not suffer alone — ^those 
who hear the heart-rending czy of their own bowels 
repeated by beloved and supplicating lips — those for 
whom, in their cold lodgings^ wait pale-cheeked wives 
and little ones that cannot smile. Poor people! O, 
holy Charity ! 

These thoughts robbed me of the courage to complain, 
and gave me the courage to endure the trial to the end. 
I had, in &ct; the means of shortening it There are 
two or three restaurants here where I am known, and it 
often happened, when I was rich, that I have entered 
them unhesitatingly, though I had forgotten my purse. 
I could make use of this device. I could easily have 
managed to borrow a five -franc piece in Paris; but 
these plans, which savoured of wretchedness and trick- 
ery, decidedly displeased me. It is a slippery descent 
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for the poor, and I will not even set foot on it 1 
would as soon, I think, lose honesty itself as lose the 
delicacy which is the distinguishing mark of that com- 
mon virtue. Now, I have so often observed with what 
a dreadful &cility this exquisite sentiment of honour 
loses its flower and its perfume even in the best- 
endowed soulfl^ not only at the' breath of misery, but on 
simple contact with difficulties, that I must watch over 
myself with strictness, and reject henceforth, as sas^ 
picious, the most harmless seeming compromises of con- 
science. When evil days come on us, we must not 
accustom the soul to give in — ^it has only too much 
inclination of itself to yield. 

Weariness and cold brought me to the house again 
towards nine o'clock. The door of the hotel happened 
to be open, and I was making for the stairs with the 
step of a ghost, when I heard from the porter's lodge 
the sound of an animated conversation, apparently 
at my expense^ for, just at that moment, the lyrant of 
the place pronounced my name in a contemptuous tone. 

"Do me the favour, Mme. Vanberger," he said, "to 
leave me in peace about your Maxime. Did I ruin your 
Maxime for you ? Very well, then ; why do you keep 
talking about him ? If he kills himseL^ he'll be buried, 
I suppose ? " 
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"I tell you, Vanbeiger," the womaa rejoined, "it 
woald have cut you to the heart if yoa hod seen hisa 
swallow the carafe of water. And if I thought thai 
you mean what you 8i^, when you say so coolly^ like an 
actor, ' If he kills himself he'll be buried !! *— But I don't 
think you so unfeeling,' because you are a good man at 
heart, though you don't like to ha^e your habits disturbed* 
Just think, Vanberger, to be in want of fire aadbr^adX 
A gentleman who has been fed all his life on blanc- 
mange, and wrapped in fors like a pet cat! It isn't a 
shame« and a disgrace, oh, no ! and it isn't - a curious 
Government to allow such things, I 'suppose, either!'' 

"But that doesn't concern theO^ivemmentat all,!' 
M. Yanb^iger replied,' readenably enough " And then 
you're mistaken^ I tell- you — ^hia^s not' in* that ^ positUMi^*— 
he doesnt wantfdr bread.< It'^ impossible !" 

" W^^ Vanbbrger, I will ' tell ' you everything : I 
have follbwed him, played the spy on him up thtoe, and 
set Ed^^rard to pldy the spy, too ; wel^' IVh certain he 
did not dine yesterday and ate no breakfast* this >mom** 
ing, and as I have searched all his pockets and all his 
drawers, and there is not a single ^urthSng left in them, 
it is quit6 certain that he will hare had no dinner again 
to-day ; for he is too proud to go and beg a dinner." 

"Well, so miich the worse for him. When a man is 
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poor, heintist not be proad," said tha worthy- porter, 
who seemed to me to be ea:pi€ssmg the tnie feelings of a 
doorkeeper. - ' 

I had.^had enotigh of' this dialogne, and closed it 

abruptly by opening the door of the lodge^ and aaking 

Mr Vanberger for a light ; I think he wonld not have 

been more astonished if I' had' asked for hia head. In 

spite of all -the desire I felt to keep a good countoiance 

before these pec^le, I could not help stumbling once or 

twice on the staircase; my head was going round. On 

entering my room, generally icy cold, I was sufprised.to 

fintl a gemal temperatture^ pleasantly kept up by a bright^ 

cheerftct &re. I had not the asceticism to put it out; I 

blessed the excellent hearts that there ave in vthe world, 

and *stret6hed' myself in: tan, old arm-chair, covered with 

Utrecht velvet, which, like myself had been driven by stress 

of fortune from the ground floor to the garret^ a&d tried 

to shimber.' I'had been ^dtimged f6r about half an hour 

in* a Mnd of stapor, in which one uBi£(irm dieam. offered 

me the phantom of luxiuioaa-feaatt, aadfat thanksgiving 

days, when the noise^of 'the door opening^.madevme sppnng 

up- wide awftkei I> thought'!* was still dgeamiiag, wtien 

I saw Mtsei Vaaberger come* is^' bearing, a hug^ tiay^ 

on whidif smoked two or three savouzy dishes.- She had 

already set the tray down oa the floor, aaid had begi^i to 
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spread a cloth on the table, before I was able entirely to 
shake off my lethaz^. At last. I rose abruptly. '^What 
is that ?" I said; **what are you doing V* 

Mme. Yanberger feigned great astonishments 

"Did not monsiear ask for his dinner V* 

"Not at alL Edward has made a' mistake; it is some 
lodger close by — ^see if it is not." 

"But there is no lodger on the same landing with 
monsieur ♦ • * i don't understand." 

"At any rate, it was not L What can it mean? 
You weary me ! Take it away !" 

The poor woman hereupon began sorrowfully to fold 
up her cloth again, looking at me meanwhile as mourn- 
fully as a beaten dog. 

"Monsieur has dined, probably V she resumed, in a 
timid voice. 

"Probably.** 

^ It is a pity, for the dinner was all ready. It wiU 
be wasted, and the child will get a scolding from his 
father. If monsieur had happened not to haye dined, 
monsieur would have done me a favour." 

I stamped violently, "Go away, I tell you !" Then, 
as she was leaving the room, I walked towards her. " My 
good Lotiise, I imderstand you, and thank you ; but I am 
not quite well this evening — ^I am not hungry." 
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*^Ah, Monsieiir Maxime!" she cried, weeping, "if 
Tou knew how you mortify me ! Well, then, you shall 
pay me for the dinner, if you like ; you shall put money 
in iny hand, when you have some again ; but you may 
l>e sure that you might give me a hundred thousand 
ixanca^ and it would not please me so much as seeing you 
eat my poor dinner! Why, it would be doing me a 
charity! You are a sensible man, Monsieur Maxime, and 
you must see that it would." 

** Well, my dear Louise^ what shall I do ? I cannot 

give you a hundred thousand francs, but I am going to 

eat your dinner. You will leave me by myself won't 

you ?" 

" Yes, sir. O, thank you, sir ! Thank you sincerely^ 

Kir ! You have a good heart !" 

"And a good appetite, too, Louise. Give me your 
hand; it is not to put money in it, don't be afraid. 
•There i ♦ * ♦ Good-bye, Louise." 

The excellent woman went away, sobbing. 

I was finishing writing these lines, after doing honour 
to Louise's dinner, when I heard the sound of a he&vy,. 
steady step ; at the same time I thought I distinguished 
the voice of my humble protectress, speaking in the tone 
of a hasty and agitated communication. A few seconds^ 
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afberwaards came a knock, and vlule Louise Tanifihed in 
the darkness, ' I aav, appearing in tlio fkame £:>rmed by 
tke doorway, the solemn profile of the old notary. M. 
Lattb^pin cast a rapid glance on the tray on 'which I had 
placed the remnants of my dinner ; then advanced to- 
-WB^ me, and opening Ms arms, in token at once of 
confusion and reproach: -'^Monsieur le Macquis, in 

« HeaTon's name, "why did you not let me ^*' He in- 
terrupted himself walked with great strides across the 
room, and stoppng suddenly, resumed, " Young man, 
this is not wdl : you have wounded a Mend — ^you have 
made an old man blush." :He was much agitated. I 
looked at him, a little agitated myself, not clearly tnow- 
ang how to answer, when he abruptly caught me to his 
breast, and pressing me as if he would stifle me, mur- 

mured in my ear, "My poor child r» * * * 
A moment's silence ensued. He sat down. " Maxime," 
M. Laub6pin then resumed, "are you still' in the same 
mind in which I left you ? Should you have the courage 

t 

4)0 accept the most hximble labour, the most modest em- 
^oyment, provided only it is honourable, and, while 
rsecuring a livelihood for yourself, removes your sister, 
:for the. present and for the future, jtom, the pains and 
. <iangers of poverty 1 " 
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\MBst oertaml7) sir ; it is my duty, and I am ready 
to do it^" ' 

''in. that case^my friend, listen to me. I haye jnst 
oome^from Brittany. Th^re is in that ancient province 
a wealthy funily, of the name of Laroqne, which for 
many years has honoured me with its entire confidenca 
This family is represented at present by an old man and. 
two women, whose: age or ^sposition renders them all 
alike useless for business. The Laroques. possess a con- 
siderable landed estate, the management of which was 
intmsted, latterly, to a bailiff whom I took the liberty 
•of consideiiAg as a scoundrel. I received the news, the 
day after our interview, Maxime, of this individual's 
death ; I setoff immediately for the chateau of the laroque 
^unily, and asked for the vacant office for you. I made 
the most of your title of advocate, and especially of your 
moral qualities. In . conformity with your wish, I did 
jMt speak of your birth : you are and will be known in 
tthe house only under the name of Mazime Qdiot. You 
will live in a cottage by itself s^d your mealawiU be 
served there, whenever you may not Mke to appear at the 
family table. Your salary is fixed at six-thousand francs 
a year. Does that suit, you 1" 

'" It suits me perfectly, and I am deeply touched by all 
thoMle^cat'e precautions ^our fxiendship. has taken ;^ but. 
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to tell you the trath, I am afraid of being somewhat 
strange and inexperienced as a business man." 

"Make yourself easy on that score, my Mend. My 
facruples came into play before yours, and I have con- 
cealed nothing from those concerned. ' Madame,* I said 
to my excellent friend Mme. Laroque, * you want a bailiff 
to manage your affairs ; I offer you one. He is far from 
having the skill of his predecessor ; he is utterly unversed 
in the mystery of rents and leases ; he does not know the 
first syllable of any business you may deign to intrust to 
him. He has no professional knowledge, no practice, no 
experience; nothing of that which any one can learn; 
but he has something which was wanting in his prede- 
cessor, which sixty years' practice could not have given 
him, and which ten thousand years could not have given 
him in larger measure ; he has integrity, madame. I 
have seen him in the crucible, and I answer for him. 
Take him j you will do a favour both to him and to me.' 
Mme. Laroque laughed a good deal, young man, at my 
way of recommending people, but finally it seems to have 
been a good way, for it succeeded." 

The worthy old man here offered to give me some 
elementary and general notions on the kind of manage- 
ment with which I am to be intrusted ; and he will add 
to these certain particulars, touching the interests of th& 
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Laroqne family, whicli he has taken the trouble to collect 
aad arrange for me. 

^ And when shall I have to start, my dear sir V* 

** Why, to speak the truth, my boy " (no mention any 
longer of monsieur le marquis) — " the sooner the better, 
for those people yonder are not capable, all put together, 
of drawing up a receipt. My excellent friend, Mme. 
Ijaroqu^ especially, a woman otherwise respectable on 
many accounts, is, in business matters, careless, in- 
capable, and childish 'beyond all conception. She is a 
Creola" 

"Ah! she is a Creole 1" I repeated, with some eager- 
ness. 

"Yes, young man, an old Creole," M. Laub6pin re- 
plied, drily. "Her husband was a Breton; but these 
details wiU come in their tune. * * * Till to- 
morrow, Maxime, keep a good heart! * ♦ * Ah! 
I was forgetting. * * * On Thursday morning, 
before my departure, I did a thing which will not be un- 
pleasant to yon. You had among your creditors some 
Bcoundrels whose afl^drs with your father were plainly 
tainted with usury ; armed with the thunders of the law 
I reduced their claims one-hal^ and I have procured a 
receipt for everything. There now remains to you a clear 
sum of twenty thousand francs. By adding to this re- 

B 

- 4 
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serve the savings you may be able to lay «£ide each year 
of your salary, we shall have, in ten years' time, a nice 
fortune for Helen. * * * ^j^^ weHf come and 
dine to-mozrow with Master Laub6pin, and we wiU finish 
arranging all this. * * » Good nighl^ Maxima 
a good night'9 rest^ my dear chUd.'' 
^ God bless you, sir I" 
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CHAPTER V. 

CSkdtetm de Laroqae (d^Arz), May Itt, 
I i<EFT Paris yesterday. My last interview with M. Lau- 
1c>6pin was a painful ona I tendered to the old man the 
feelings of a son. It was then necessaxy to say good- 
bye to Helen. To make her nnderstand the need I «m 
in of finding employnient^ it was indispensable to give 
her a glimpse of a portion of the truth. I c^ke of Bome 
temx>orary embarrassment inoor affiiirs. The poor child 
understood more, I think, than I told her— her large 
wistfol eyes filled with tears, and she threw herself on my 
neck. 

At last I set out. The railway brooght me to Hennes, 
where I passed the night. This morning I took my seat 
in a diligence, which was to set me down, some hours 
later, in a small town in the department of Morbihan, 
situated not &r from Laroque Gh&teaxu I had ridden 
half a score leagues beyond Bennes without being able to 
account for tihe reputation which the ancient Armorica 
enjoys generally for pioturesqueness. A fiaty green, and 

e2 
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monotonous country, everlasting apple trees in everlast- 
ing meadows^ ditches and wooded slopes bounding tlio 
view on each side of the road ; at best but a few nooks 
of rustic grace ; blouses and oil-skin hats to enliven these 
vulgar pictures ; all this has given me a strong idea since 
yesterday that this poetical Brittany is but a pretentious 
and somewhat leaner sister of Lower Normandy. Tired 
of deceptions and apple trees, I had ceased for an hour to 
pay any attention whatever to the landscape, and I was 
sadly slumbering, when I seemed all of a sudden to per- 
ceive that our heavy vehicle was leaning forward more 
than usual, and sure enough the pace of the horses 
became perceptibly slower, and a sound of iron, accom- 
panied by a peculiar friction, told me that the last of 
conductors had just &stened the last of drags to the wheel 
of the last diligenca An old lady who was sitting near 
me, seized my arm with that lively sympathy which 
isprings from common danger. I put my head out at the 
window ; we were going between two high banks^ down 
an extremely, steep hill — a conception of some engineer 
who was certainly too fond of the straight line. Half 
sliding^ half tolling, we were not long in finding ourselves 
ill a narrow, gloomy-looking valley, in the bottom of 
which a puny rivulet flowed with difficulty, and without 
sound, through thick reeds; on the crumbling banks 
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irere a few crooked old mossy trunks of trees. The road 

crossed this rivulet by a bridge of a single arch, and then 

ascended the opposite hill, drawing its white furrow 

across a boundless moor, barren and absolutely bare, 

the heights of which stood out boldly against the sky 

before ns. Near the bridge, and by the roadside, stood a 

lonely ruin ; the air of utter desolation about it made the 

heart ache. A stout young man was busy chopping 

Wood before the door ; a black riband &stened his long 

fair hair at the back of his neck. He raised his head, and 

1 was astonished at the foreign character of his features, 

and the calm gaze of his blue eyes ; he saluted me in an 

imknown tongue, with a shorty sweet, and wild accent. 

At the window of the cottage was a woman spinning ; 

her head-dress and the cut of her garments brought before 

me, with the exactness of the stage, the image of those 

slender stone figures of ladies that we see reposing on old 

tombstones. These people had not the appearance of 

peasants; they had in the highest degree that look of 

case, grace^ and dignity, which is called a distinguished 

air. Their &jces wore that sad and dreamy expression 

which I have often noticed with emotion in nations that 

have lost their nationality. 

1 had got down to walk up the hilL The moor, which 
was not fenced off from the road, stretched all round me^ 
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as far as tlie eye could see ; ererywlKere strag;g!iDg rashes 
were creeping over a Uack soil ; here and there were 
nmiies, hoks^ abandoned quarries^ and a few rocks just 
showing aboTe the snr&oe of the gxound ; but not a tree. 
Only, on reaching the height, I saw the dusky line of the 
moor meeting on my right, in the &r distance, a band on 
the horizon still more distant, slightly indented, blue as 
the 8e% bathed in sunlight, and apparently opmiing out 
in the midst of this desolate scene the sudden prospect of 
a radiant fury land ; it was Brittany at last! 

I had to hire a post-diaise in the little town of ^ -. ^ 
in order to accomplish the two leagues whidi still lay 
between me and my joume/s end. During the rid^ 
which was none of the quickest^ I dimly reoolioct seeing 
woods, lawns^ lakes, and oases of £resh green hidden in 
valleys; but on approaching Laroque Ch&teau I felt 
myself attacked by a thousand painful thoughts^ which 
left little room for the observations of the tourist. In a 
few minutes I was about to enter an unknown family, on 
the fixating of a kind of diaguiaed servitude with a posi- 
tion that would scarcely secure me the attention and 
respeci of the servants of the house : this was anew Uiing 
to me. At the time when M. I^ub^pin foopoeed to me 
this stuatkm as baili£( all my iostuicts and habits revolted 
strongly against the character of peculiar depei^ence 
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attached to sncli an offioa I thoa^t^ hovever, that I 
could not refrise it, "withoot seeming to disparage and 
discourage my old friend's oordial efforts on my behalf 
BesideSy I oonld not hope to obtain for sereral years, in a 
more independoit cdtaatian, the advantages here afforded 
me at the outset-^— which would allow me to work without 
delay for my sister^s future benefit. Accordingly, I had 
overcome my distaste ; but it was Tery strong, and awoke 
again with greater str^otgth before the impending reality. 
I had need to read again, in the code whidi erery man 
canies in his breast, the chapters on duty and sacrifice ; 
and, at the same time, I repeated to myself that there is 
no situation, however humble^ in which personal dignity 
cannot be maintained, and which it cannot elevate. Then 
I marked out a plan of conduct towards the membera of 
the Laxoque £unily, promising myself to show a con- 
sdentiouB zeal for their interests^ and a becoming de- 
ference for their persons^ equally remoyed from servifity 
and stifihess. But I could not disguise from myself that 
this last) and indisputably most delicate part of my task^ 
would be wonderfrdly simplified or complicated by the 
partieular nature of the dispositions and minds with 
which I was thus brought into contact Now, M. 
, Laub^pin, while folly recognising the legitimate character 
of my anxiety on this personal matter, had shown himself 
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studiously sparing of information and detail on th» 
point. Nevertheless, at the moment of my departure, he 
had given me a confidential note, with a recommendation 
to throw it in the fire after using it. I drew this note 
from my portfolio, and began to study its sibylline con- 
tentSy which I will reproduce exactly :— 

^ Zaroqw ChAteau (Arz), 

'' Description of the inmates of the said ch&teau. 

<' 1st. M. Laroque (Louis Auguste), octogenarian, head 
of the family, principal source of its fortune ; old sailor, 
celebrated under the first empire as a privateer with letters 
of marque ; appears to have become rich, while following 
the sea, by legitimate undertakings of various kinds ; has 
lived long in the colonies. Originally from Brittany ; he 
returned there to settle, thirty years ago, with the late 
Pierre Antoine Laroque, his only son, husband of 

** 2nd. Mme. Laroque (Josephine Clara), daughter-in- 
law of the above ;. Creole by birth ; forty years of age ; 
indolent disposition, romantic mind, some insane ideas ; 
uoble soul, 

" 3rd. Mile. Laroque (Marguerite Louise), grand 
daughter, daughter, and presumptive heiress of the above; 
twenty years of age ; Creole and Breton ; some caprices; 
noble souL 

•*4th. Mme. Aubiy, widow of the Sieur Aubry, 
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broker; deceased in Belgium; second cousin, received 
into the family ; embittered spirit. 

" Sth- Mlla Hllouin (Caroline Gabrielle), twenty-six ; 
formerly governess, now companion; cultivated mind; 
disposition suspicious. 

« Bum this." 

This document, in spite of the reserve which stamps 
it, has not been useless to me ; I felt a part of my appro- 
hensions vanish with the fear of the unknown. Besides, 
if there were, as M. Laub^pin asserted, two noble souls in 
Liaroque Chateau, it was certainly more than one had a 
right to expect among five inmates. 

After two hours' ride, the driver drew up before a 
gate flanked by two cottages, serving as a porter's lodge. 
I left the bulk of my luggage there, and took the way 
toi^ards the chateau, in one hand holding my little bag, 
and with the other switching with my cane the daisies 
which studded the turf. After walking a few hundred 
paces between two rows of enormous chestnuts^ I found 
myself in a vast garden of circular form, which seemed to 
change into a park a little further on. I saw, to right 
and left, deep vistas opening between thick clumps of 
trees already in leaf, sheets of water retreating under the 
trees, and white boats housed under rustic sheds. Before 
me rose the ch&teau, a large building, in the elegant and 
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semi-Italiaai style of the early years of Louis XIIL 
Before it is a terrace, wihieh forms, at the foot of two 
rows of stqxi and under the hi^ windows of the front, a 
kind of private garden, reached by several wide and eaEfy 
flights of steps. The smiling and Inxnrions look of this 
abode caused me real disappointment; which did not 
d imiViah^ when, on approaching the terrace, I heard the 
sound of young and merry voices rising above the more 
distant mnrmtirs of a piano. Decidedly I was entering a 
place of pleasure, &r different firom the old frowning ke^ 
which I had loved to &n(y. Still, the time for reflection 
was past ; I mounted the steps lightly, and found myself 
suddenly fltcing a scene, which, under any other circum- 
stances, I should have thought sujOieiently graceful On 
one of the lawns of the garden, half-a-dozen young girls, 
in laughing couples, were whirling in a gleam of sunlight^ 
while a piano, touched by a skilful hand, sent out to them, 
through an open window, the measures of a quick 
walt& I had scarcely time to note the animated &,ces of 
the dancers, their loose flowing hair, the large hats 
floating over their shoulders ; my sudden appearance was 
greeted by a general shout, followed inmiediately by a 
deep silence ; the dancing ceased, and the whole band, in 
order of battle, gravely waited for the stranger to pass. 
Nevertheless, the stranger stopped, not without showing 
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% litUe embarrassment. Althoogh, for some time, my 
dionghts scarcely meddled with mundane things, I con- 
fess I ironld have sold my little bag at a bargain just 
then. It -was necessary to dedda As I advanced, hat 
in hand, towards the donbie fli^t of steps which lead to 
the hall of ^e ch^Uean, the piano suddenly became stilL 
I saw fuRst an enormous dog of the Newfoundland breed 
appear at Uie <^a window, resting his lion-like muzile 
between two velvety paws on the cross-bar; then a 
moment afterwards appeared a young girl oi a tall figure, 
whose somewhat Ixxiwn &ce and serious countenance were 
set in a thiek mass of lustrous black hair» Her eyes, 
which seemed to me of an unusual size^ interrogated with 
oareless onriosLty the scene which was going cm outside. 

^ Well ! what is the matter 9 " she said, in a tranquil 
tona I made her a deep bow, and once more uttering 
a malediction on my bag, which dearly amused the young 
ladies^ I hastened across the terrace. 

A grey-haired servant^ dressed in black, whom I 
found in the hall, took my nama In a few minutes I 
was ushered into a vast parlour, himg with yellow silk, 
where I at once recognised the young lady whom I had 
just seen at the window, and who was really extremely 
beautifoL Near the fireplace, in which a real furnace 
was blaadng, sat a middle-aged lady, whose features 
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strongly represented the Creole type, buried in a large easy 
chair, which was arranged with eider-pillows, cushions, 
and ottomana of all sizes. A tripod of antique shape, 
surmounted by a lighted brazier, was placed within her 
reach, and at intervals she extended towards it her thin 
pale hands. By the side of Mme. Laroque sat a lady 
knitting; by her morose and displeasing countenance I 
could not mistake the second cousin, the widow of the 
broker deceased in Belgium. 

The first look which Mma Laroque cast on me seemed 
stamped with a surprise bordering on stupe&ction. She 
made me repeat my name. " Pardon ! monsieur — " 

*'Odiot^ madame." 

^'Maidme Odiot, the agent, the manager, whom M. 
Laub^pin . " 

<' Yes, madame.'* 

** You are quite sure 1 " 

I could not help smiling. " Yes, madame^ perfectly.'* 

She gave a rapid glance at the broker's widow, then 
at the young girl with the serious brow, as if to say, 
« Think of that ! " 

After which she shuf&ed a little among the ottomans^ 
and resumed — 

" Please to take a seat. Monsieur Odiot. I am much 
obliged to you, sir, for being so kind as to devote your 
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talents to us. We have great need of your help, I assure 
youj for, in fact, we havB, it cannot be denied, the 
anhappiness of being very rich." Perceiving that at these 
words the second cousin shrugged her shoulders — " Yes, 
my dear Mme. Aubry," continued Mma Laroque, "I 
maintain it. In making me rich, God determined to try 
ma I was in reality bom for poverty, privation, de voted- 
ness, and sacrifice ; but I have always been crossed. For 
instance, I should have liked to have had an infirm hus- 
band. Well, M. Laroque was a man of admirable health. 
That is the way my destiny has been and will be thwarted 
fvom the beginning to the end." 

"Stop there," said Mme. Aubry, drily; "poverty 
would suit you finely — ^you who cannot deny yourself a 
single luxury, a single refinement 1" 

"With your permission, my dear lady," replied Mme. 
Laroque, " I have no taste for useless self-denial. If I 
should condemn myself to the greatest hardships and 
privation, who or what would get any good by it ? If I 
were to freeze from morning to night, should you be 
any the happier?" 

Mma Aubry gave it to be imderstood by an expres- 
sive gesture that she should be none the happier, but 
that she considered Mme. Laroque's language excessively 
afiected and absurd. 
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« Well," contmued ihe latter, •* weal or woe, it mat- 
ters little. We are very ridi, then, M. Odiot; and, 
however little I may care for this wealth myself it is my 
duty to preserve it for my daughter, though the poor 
child troubles herself about it no more than I; do you, 
Marguerite?** 

At this question a slight smile half parted the dis^ 
dainfol lips of MUe. Marguerite, and the long arch of her 
eyebrows was slightly raised, after which that serious and 
superb countenance returned to its repose. 

"Monsieur," Mme. Laroque resumed, "you shall be 
shown the apartment selected for you at the express desire 
of Mi Laub6pin; but, first, allow them to conduct you to 
my fiirther-in-law, who will be very glad to see you. Will 
you ring, my dear cousin ? I hope, M. Odiot^ you will 
do us the pleasure to dine with us to-day. G^ood-bye, sir, 
for the present" 

I was intrusted to the care of a servant, who b^ged 
me to wait in a room adjoining that I had just left till 
he had received M. Laroque's orders. The man had 
left the door of the parlour half open, and I could not 
help hearing these words spoken by Mme. Laroque in 
the tone of good-natured banter which is habitual with 

her — 

<<Who can understand Laub€pin, who announdes a 
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bachelor of a certain age, very siiiiple and very grave, and 

thien sends me a gentleman like that V* 

Mile. Marguerite muttered a few words which escaped 

me, much to my regret I own, and to whidi her mother 

immediately rej^ed, '' I say nothing to the contrary, my 

daughter, but it is none the less absurd of Laub^in. 

How can you expect a gentleman like that to go trotting 

about in sabots over ploughed ground ? I wager the nxan 

has never worn sabots. He does not^ ev^n know what 

sabots are. Well, perhaps I am wrong, my daughter, Imt 

I cannot fancy a good bailiff without sabots. What do 
you say. Marguerite, to goiug with him to see your 

grand&ther)" 

Mlla Marguerite 'entered almost immediately the 
room wh«?e I was. She showed some little di^leasure at 
seeii^ me. *^ Excuse me^ mad^noiselle ; but the servant 
told me to wait here." 

** Please to follow me, sir.'" 

I followed her. She led me up a staircase^ through 
several passages, and finally showed me into a kind of 
gallery, where she lefib me. I began to examine some 
pictures cm the walL These paintings were mostly very 
indifferent sea-pieces, devoted to the glory of the old 
privateer of the Empira There were several sea-fights, 
somewhat smoky, in which it was nevertheless apparent 
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that the little brig Aimable, Captain Laroque, twenty-six 
mins, was causing her enemy the most evident dissatis&x> 
tion* Then came some full-length portraits of Captain 
Laroque, which naturally attracted my particular atten- 
tion* They all represented, with slight variations^ a man 
of a gigantic size, wearing a kind of republican uniform^ 
with large facings, his hair like K16ber's^ and darting 
straight before him a look of energy, ardour, and melan- 
choly ; on the whole, a kind of man with nothing cheer^ 
about him. While I was curiously studying this tall 
form, which wonderfully realised the idea we generally 
fashion to ourselves of a privateer, and even of a pirate, 
Mile. Marguerite begged me to enter. I then found 
myself in the presence of a thin, decrepit old man, whose 
v^yes scarcely preserved the vital spark, and who, in token 
of welcome, touched with a trembling hand a black silk 
cap, which covered a skull shining like ivory. 

'^ Grand&ther," said Mile. Marguerite, raisiog her 
voice, *fthis is M. Odiot." 

The poor old privateer rose a little in his easy chair, 
and looked at me with a dim and undecided expression. 
At a sign from Mile. Marguerite I took a scab, and she 
repeated, « M. Odiot, the new bailiff, fether." 

^ Ah ! Good morning, sir," the old man murmured. 
A pause of most painful silence followed. Captain 
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Laroque, his body bent double, and his head drooping, 
continued to. fix on me an unmeaning stare. At last, 
apparently finding a subject for conversation nrhich was 
of the highest interest, he said to me, in a didl and deep 
voice, " M. de BeauchSne is dead !'* 

I could find no answer to this unexpected communi- 
cation. I was absolutely ignorant who this M. de Beau- 
chene might be, and, as Mile. Marguerite did not take the 
trouble to inform me, I confined myself to expressing, by 
a slight exclamation of condolence, the interest which I 
took in the unhappy event. Apparently, this did not quite 
satisfy the old captain's expectation, for he repeated, a 
moment afterwards, in the same mournful tone— 

" M. de BeauchSne is dead !" 

My embarrassment was doubled at this perseverance. 
I saw Mile. Marguerite's foot tapping impatiently on the 
floor : despair took possession of me, and seizing the first 
expression that occurred to me, " And what did he die 
of?" I asked. 

This question had no sooner escaped me than an angry 
look from^ Mile. Marguerite warned me that I was sus- 
pected of some sarcastic mockery« Although I felt 
myself guilty of nothing but foolish awkwardness, I 
hastened to give the conversation a happier turn. I spoke 
of the pictures in the galleryi of the strong emotions they 

F 
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most levive to the 0BjrtiiiHj of ihe respectful inteieBtl'&lt 
in fleeiiig the faen> of 'tiiaae gknioiB ^^^AJy *I even went 
into deteil, aod spoke with same waimlh of two nr tfaxee 
engsgementsin which^tfae ^^AimaUe'' fleemsdto meiealfy 
to have performed mimdeB. While 'I was practismg 
this Tefined poHteneBSy Mlla Maigaezite, to my- extreme 
sazpnse, eoniuiaed to look at ^me with evident dis- 
iwliitfustioii and •veooatioii. 'fitiQ, .her gnmd&iiKr gave 
ve on attentiTe ear; I bsw ^his ilmd qgradnaliy ixae. 
Hl strange smile 'lighted >up 'his enwciated '£9Doe, .and 
MHsmed io efisee its vwrinkles. -^ddediy, seizing idtiii 
'bcidi hands the amsB ilf his cbcur, he draw himself up 
to his fnll height ; 4i 'vreiiike flame diot 'fram 'Mb deep- 
set eyes, and he cried in a sonoroos wosee, Tdiidi made 
•me^tremble': '**lSjeep her 'up to the wind'! -Bail close to 
^tisewind! ^iie on thelarlioard side'! Close with her ! 
Mbfasse wiih'hei^! /nurow ont^^BB^gmppling^iions'! *Quiok! 
ISfxfw vre ^have her ! Fire yonder ! a good • clean sweep, 
clear her deck 1 Now follow me ! All together^! -Down 
wilh'ihe'En^liMi! GEEurrdhM" Whititttttering^this last 
cxy, whidi mttled in''his'ihrodt,'ilie'6Mman,'in^&e(^tiiaIly 
supported by^-tiie pious 'hands ^of ^his gvanddaiighter, fell 
^back, as if crushed, 'in his ' chair. HHle. laareque made 
nre nn imperious sign, and (E'ldfb tihee room. I ^ound my 
way twikas w^U as! wdld^thzough^tfae'nraze'of'passasies 
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and staircases, congfatulating. myself Tvarmfy on tlie tact 
'wbich. 1 had displayed in my inteirview with the old cap* 
tain of the " Aimable." 

Thfi grey-haired servant who ha^ received me on. my 
arriYal-^his ^name ia Alain — ^was waiting for me in the 
hall, to tell me^.from Mme. .Larogue, that I had not time 
now to ^o to. my own apartment, before dinner, that my 
dress would do as it was. At the moment that J entered 
the. parlour, a ooxnpax^y of about twenty .persons was 
leaving it with the usual .ceremonies to^o to the dining- 
room. Jt was the first time since the change in my 
circumstances that I had been at a :&sluonable ;party. 
Accustomed formerly. to. the little distinctions whidi the 
^tiguette of society i usually makes .in .^ivouTiOf birth and 
fortune, I did not iperceiye ^without bitterness the first 
s^s.of .neglect and.disdain to which my new,position 
.unavoidably condemns. me. Bepressing as well .as I 
oouM the .rising of &lse .pride^ I offered .my. arm to a 
^young-girl of a short but well-shaped aiid^gTaeeful.i^gure, 
who was staying alone .behind, all the guests,, and who 
was, as I supposed, Mile. .H^onin, .the <govemess. My 
placeat table was: set near hers. While vwe were taking 
our seats, MJld, Maiguerite appeared, leading, like 
Antigone, the slow and heavy steps.of her grand&ther« 

F 2 
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She came and took a seat on wj right, with that air of 
cahn majesty which belongs to her, and the powerful 
Newfoundland dog^ who seems to be the accredited pro- 
tector of this princess, did not &il to take his position as 
sentinel behind her chair. I thought it my duty to ex- 
press to my neighbour, without delay, the regret which I 
felt at having awkwardly awakened memories which 
seemed to disturb and annoy her grand&ither. 

" It is for me to excuse myself sir,'^ she replied ; ** I 
ought to have warned you never to mention the subject 
of sea-fights before my grandfather, • • • Are you ac- 
quainted with Brittany, sir ? " 

I said that I had no acquaintance with it before to-day, 
but that I was very happy to know it now ; and further, 
to prove myself worthy of it, I spoke in lyrical style of 
the picturesque beauties which had struck me on the 
journey. Just when I was thinking that this adroit 
fiattery was gaining me the young Breton's good-will in 
the highest degree, I was astonished to see symptoms of 
impatience and weariness depicted on her brow. I was 
decidedly tmlucky with this young girl. 

**Come^ sir," said she^ with a peculiar ironical express 
sion, '^ I see you love what is beautiful, all that speaks to the 
imagination and the mind; nature^ greenness, heather. 
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rocks, and the fine arts* You -will get on wonderfully 
with MUe. H^louin, who also adores all those things ; for 
my own part, I scarcely love them at alL" 

"Why, in Heaven's name, what then do you love, » 
mademoiselle i " 

At this question, which I addressed to her in a tone 
of amiable pleasantly, Mile. Marguerite turned abruptly 
towards me, and answered drily — 

"I love my dog. Here, Mervyn !" 

Then she affectionately plunged her hand into the 
thick fur of the Newfoundland dog, who was seated on 
his haunches, and was already thrusting his formidable 
head between my plate and that of Mile. Marguerite. 

I could not help observing with a fresh interest the 
coimtenance of this strange person, while I looked for the 
outward signs of the deadness of soul which she pro- 
jfessed. Mile. Laroque, who had at first seemed, to me 
very tall, owes that appearance only to the full and per- 
fectly harmonious style of her beauty.. She is really pf 
the ordinary height. Her fiice of a slightly rounded 
oval, and her neck, exquisitely and proudly set, are 
lightly covered with a tint of dusky gold. Her hair/ 
which forms a thick setting to her forehead, throws wavy 
bluish reflections with every movement of her head ; the 
nostrils, delicate and thin, seem, copied from the divine 
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model. o£ x Boman Mlidomi% and* sonlptured in liwiig 
motheirv-of^peaii* B^ow/tlie iMxge, deep,' pesudve-eyes, . ihe 
golden-brown tint of the dbeefo is shaded^ hy a Mnd of 
browner glory,* wHioh* seems^ a* msakf projected' by the 
shadow of the eyelashes, or, as it were, btimt in by her 
ardent: gaze. L can with difficulty give- Hie- supreme 
sweetness of ihe snalk, whioh at intervals' animates i^t' 
fine face, and tempers, by a* kihd^ of graoofUl. sbrinkiiig^ 
the brilliancy of those. Itege eyesk GSfertaihlytKe' very 
goddesB of' poesy, the goddess o# dreams and enchanted 
worlds/ mi^' boldly- ofifer herself for htmian worehip 
under tiie'form of) thatt ohild^who loves* notiiihg but' her 
dog. ISatnre often prepai^eeh these cmel myst^iies for^ns 
inherohoioo^ works. 

!£&v matteiB, indeed, little enough to ma T am* con* 
vmeediHiat V am destined to pUiy in MUe. HhigaeriiG^s 
imi^inatian the pait w^di* might be. played'by a n^ro ;t 
an.objeot^as^isl^own^ of slight attraction for a: (!/i>eole. 
StiU^MfiotteK* myself Ji am a»>proud as^Mlle. Mbrguente ;: 
the most impossible of all attachments fbr me would be 
one thati would* expose me to sai^cions* of intrigue and' 
scheming. X do not thinly moreover, that< T sfaall.need 
arming myself withi any^* greiit> morale fbree against a 
dangerwhidli does not seem' to me a probable one; for 
Mile. Laraq^ue's beaut]p^is«of liie kind which calls fi>r the 
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pure oontempl^on df the^ai^isty rather-dian fbrany more 
humble^and' tender flbding. 

B€P tiiair:a» it nwy, at .tlie ^name oflHiafrvTDj wliicli M!le« 
MBti^erite had'giyeai to her body^^gnard^ my neighbour 
on the; lefi^ Wle. HSomii, launched^ nndear Ml^ sail inter 
the oTole'of Arthur,- and' yrea^ sa^^ Mnd^' as . to' inftxrm' me 
thatLM]erv^<wa»1iie tme name of iSie- fiunons encHanter 
whom tUbff^volgar st^^'MerHii« BihQmiiie'E&iiigHta'of ' the 
Bound Tlbbl^: ^OBT^ asbendfed to the- time»' of Gmxr; and I 
saw pass bcft^m me^ in a: aamewiiat^ tMdu»proeesBi6n, the 
whole^hierarchy oFc&tn^; bards, and^GVatto,* afBer-whicb 
we fell fatally fix)m "menhir"' to "dblrnOT/' and^fltom 
"galgal^'^ttr*«to0mlteh;*' 

Whilst r was losiiig myself in 1^ GMtfe^fiSorest;^ under 
the guidance of Mile. Helouin (who want^ nothing But a 
littie moier^flfeaii to Be a- very passably- druid^)^' the 
biukeK^s^ widW, seated' near^us, was waking the echoes 
wiiii a oontiimed monotonous complaihing, liMo that of a 
bliixd' man ; they had- fbigotten to^ give her a foot-warmer ; 
they gave Uer ooldi soup ;^ they gave her* bones without* 
any meat; liiat wastho way they tteatBd*her. But-siie 
was used' to it: It is sad to be poor, very sad. SHie 
wished' shewas^deadi 

"Yes, doctor^' — she said to her neigliHour, who 
seemed to ber Hstenihg- tb^ her grievances witE' a rather 
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ironical affectation of interest — ^ yes, doctor, I am not 
joking: I wish I was dead. Besides, it would be a 
great relief to everybody. Think, doctor, when one who 
has been in my position, and dined off plate with one's 
own crest on it^ to be reduced to accept of charity, and 
to find oneself a plaything for servants ! It is not known, 
it never will be known, how much I suffer in this house ! 
Those who are proud can suffer without complaining ; and 
so I hold my peace, doctor, but I think none the less." 

" Exactly, my dear lady," said the doctor, whose name, 
I think, is Desmarets; '4et us speak no more of it; 
drink some cold water, it will calm you." 

" Nothing will calm me, doctor ; nothing but death." 

"Very well, madame, whenever you jflease," the 
doctor replied, resolutely. 

At a more central part of the table, the attention of 
tlie guests was riveted by the careless, caustic, conceited 
rattle of a person whom I heard called M. B6vallan, and 
who seems to enjoy here all the rights of particular inti- 
macy. He is a man of good height^ past the prime of 
youth ; his head reminds one forcibly of that of King 
Francis I. He is listened to like an oracle, and Mile. 
Laroque herself bestows on him as much interest and ad- 
miration as she seems able to conceive for anything in the 
world. For my own part^ as the majority of the sallies 
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which I heard applauded related to local stories and 
events of the immediate neighbourhood, I could appreciate 
thus fer but imperfectly the merits of this Armorican 
lion. 

I had occasion, however, to congratulate myself on his 
politeness ; he offered me a cigar after dinner, and took 
me to the smoking-room. He did the honours at the 
same time to three or four young men, scarcely past boy- 
hood, who evidently regarded him as a model of good 
manners and fEishionable vice. 

**Well, B^vallan," said one of these young rufflers, 
^ you don't give up the priestess of the sun, then ? " 

"Never!" replied M. B^vallan. "I will wait ten 
months — ^ten years, if need be ; but I will have her, or no 
one shall" 

" You are not unlucky, old fellow ; the governess will 
help you to keep patient." 

** Shall I slit your tongue or your ears, young Arthm- ?" 
replied M. de B6vallan, in an: under tone, advancing to- 
wards the speaker; and pointing out my presence to Jiim 
by a rapid gesture. 

They then introduced, in charming concision, all 
the horses, and the dogs, and the ladies of the neigh- 
bourhood. It might be wished, by-the-bye, that ladies 
could be present, once in their lives, in secret, at 
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At my request, old Alain armed liim&elf with a 
lantern, and led me across the park towards the apart- 
ments intended for me. After a walk of a few minutes, 
we crossed a brook by a wooden bridge, and found our- 
selves before a massive, yarched doorway, surmounted by a 
kind of belfry, and flanked by two turrets. It is the en- 
trance of ihe old chateau. Aged oaks and flrs form a myste- 
rious- g^irdle round t2ii» feudal min, and^ give it • an air of 
deep rettrementi. It ia im this- ruin, that L am tD> live. 
My apartments, oonaBting of three roeons, very preittily 
hung, with ohint2^ stretched, above the. gata from ono 
toxcet to.the othen. Thia^ melanoholy;. abode did not Ml 
ta plioajBe maj^ituaoiifr my^ fi]frtunes«> As sofiUiasXwaa 
i3Bleased.&omnId..Alaany, who isof aisomawhat gcumlous. 
disposition^ I.began.to*wiite.an.aoo(nmti of this impaatant 
da^, sU^jpig. now and' then to listen, to the gentlo 
mtizmn£ of. the. bro0kl6t. numing beneath myrwindowB, 
and to the: ciy- of the. legendaiy owl,; oelebrating hia 
momnful lovies ini the neighbouring wood& 
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CHAPTER VI. 

July 1st, 
It is time to try and iinravel the thread of my personal 
and private existence, which has been a little lost these two 
months in the active duties of my office. 

The day after my arrival, after several hours spent in 
yiiy retirement in studying the papers and registers of 
Father Hivart^ as they call my predecessor, I went to 
breakfast at the ch&teau, where I found only a few 
guests of the day before remaining. Mme. Laroque^ 
who lived a good deal in Paris before the health 
0f her father-in-law condemned her to a perpetual 
country life, feithfully preserves in hert retirement the 
taste for the elevated, elegant^ or frivolous pursuits, 
which were reflected in the kennel of the Rue de Bac, in 
the time of Mme. de Stael's turban. She seems, more- 
over, to have visited most of the great cities of Europe, 
and has brought back from them certain literary inclina- 
tions which go beyond the usual bounds of Parisian 
^ curiosity. She takes in a number of papers 



OR, THE BOMAl^CE OF A POOR YOUNG MAN. 77 

and reviews, and endeavours to follow from afiir, as much 
as may be, the movements of that refined civilisation, of 
which the theatres, museums, and new books, are the 
more or less transient flower and fruit. In the course of 
break&st^ a new opera was spoken o^ and Mme. Laroque 
addressed a question relative to it to M. de B6vallan ; he 
was not able to answer it, though, if he is to be believed, 
he has. always one foot and one eye on the Boulevard de» 
Italiens. Mme. Laroque then fell back on me, though 
showing, by her distracted look, the small hopes she had 
of finding her man of business well acquainted with such 
things ; bul^ unluckily, they are precisely the only things 
I do know« I had heard in Italy the opera which had 
just been played in Paris for the first time. The very 
reserve of my reply excited Mme. Laroque's curiosity, 
and she began to press me with questions, and soon 
condescended to impart to me^ of her own accord, her 
impressions, remembrances, and enthusiastic ideas of 
travel* In short, we did not stop until we had reviewed 
in company the most celebrated theatres and galleries of 
the continent; and our conversation was so animated . 
when we left the table, that, not to break it off, she took 
my arm without noticing it. We went into the drawing- 
room, and continued our sympathetic outpourings ; Mmo. 
Laroque forgetting more and more the tone of kind pro* 
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tection, which hitherto had a .good deal jacred upcm my 
feelings in her language to me. 

She confessed to me that the demon df the theatre 
tormented her in .a hi^ degree, and that she eontem- 
pkted ha^dng a jplay represented at .the chAteau. She 
asked imy advice .as to iiie management, of 'thk diversion. 
I spoke to iher 'in some detail 6f the .private theatrioaLs 
which I had had'the ropportunify of sseeing in iParis and 
Bt. Petersbui^ ; and ihsn,:'.nikt witthing to ipresiime upon 
lier i&vour, 1 rose. abruptly, stating ihat J intended to 
inauguiateimyoofficial existence without delay, by es^plor- 
ing. ^a (kxge -farm . aituAted two short leagues from i^e 
casite. At thk enuouneement, iDInie. HiaroQue ;^Beem[ed 
soddenly astounded: aise looked at me, "shiiffled «amoQg 
her ottomans, strotehedoitt .her;han(iBrto'>therbrasler,^eiid 
finally eoid in a half^whisper : '^Oh! what deies tha4i 
matter^ iLeavo it. fbrrthe f present.*' iAjad ^"when.J fpep* 
sisted: '*^But, good^fieavea!" aheTstumed, withfofaarming 
embarsa8smefnt,^^.ihe .roads areftightifiiL! J^t ileast, ^wait 
^rifine^wsaiher 1 " 

^'ITo, madame," aaid.I, iau^m]g,'''il will mdt vnait 'a 
tninute. X am either ihe > faailijOftor divjmmift,** 

'^'Madame,'^saM (ddiAiain,vwii0happeiud.totbeiin iiie 
Toom^ *^we v€(mMti«TiMB8-^JE^aifaer xE[ivart!s 'wagon foriM. 
Odiot; i^ ha9m>^v3prings,ilmt'itisallihestr0}^gerfor'thart.** 
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Mme. Laroque looked thunderbolts at the unlucky 
A1fl.in for daring 'to 'propose 'Father Hiirait^'s wagon to a 
bailiff of my -stamp, ^^o hod been at a play in the > palace 
of the 'Grand ®u»hess (Helen. "Would not the 'buggy 
get through the roaMV* she a&ed. 

" The buggy, madame ? No, indeed. No fear- of its 
gatting thiQi:^^" said j^dain;; ^'^or, if it does^t' through, 
it ymdt 'xdl .get tfannxg^:; and ^besidsetB, I don^ .think it 
caiiBtiill." 

I asserted that I coidd go perfectly vwell on (foot. 

'^1^, :iio;3 impoasihle;; il^wonft haneiit'! Jiiet^us see, 
. let itts . fee. We 'hove ihalfnai^Qzen aaddle^haEses (doing 
nothing — ^but probably you do not ride ? " 

''ilnd«fid J- ^do, madame j but vreally it .is useless ; I 
will^go— " 

".AiaLoy^hai^a/hoEse isaddledifor 'monaieur. \Whieh, 
Marguezite'?'' 

^KQvm xhim J[Rix»ei?piue,''iin]iimured . M. de iBdvalkm, 

^Hoj no, ivaUt ^Profieipmc^" ^jeried Mile. Jialcgueriti^ 
inqpetuoua^. 

'^ Why not xBrmejpm^ mademoifleltet?" I aabed^ 
' ''BeoanoB ittie would throw you," x^plijed the j^ui^ 
^I^>^aiqd»atieally. 
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" Ah ! would she, really ? Will you allow me to ask 
if you ride the animal in question, mademoiselle f ' 

" Yes, sir ; but I have some trouble with it." 

" Well, perhaps you will have less after I have ridden, 
her two or three times. That decides ma Have I^ser- 
pine saddled, Alain.'* 

MUa Marguerite knitted her black brows, and sat 
down, making a gesture of the hand^ as if to disclaim all 
share in the responsibility of the catastrophe which she 
foresaw to be impending. 

"If you want spurs, I have a pair at your service," 
said M. de B^vallan, who certainly expected that I should 
not return. 

Without seeming to notice the reproachful look 
which Mile. Marguerite directed at the obliging gentle- 
man, I accepted his spurs. In five minutes, a sound of 
irregular pawing proclaimed the arrival of Proserpine, 
who was being led with some difficulty to the foot of the 
steps leading to the private garden. I may state that 
•she was a fine half-bred mare, as black as jet. I 
immediately descended the steps. Some young men, 
with M. de B^vallan at their head, followed me on the 
terrace, out of humanity, I fancy ; and at the same time 
the three windows of the drawing-room were opened foe 
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the benefit of the ladies and the old men* I wotdd 
willingly have dispensed with all this ceremony, but, of 
course, I had to submit to it ; besides, I had no great 
anxiety as to the upshot of the adventm-e : for if I 
am a young bailiff, I am a very old horseman. I could 
scarcely walk when my father began to set me on horse- 
back, to my mother's great despair ; and subsequently he ' 
spared no pains to make me his equal in an art in which 
he excelled* He had even carried this branch of my* 
education to a refinement^ occasionally making me put on 
some old, heavy armour that was in the family, that I 
might go through my exercises of the grand xi&andge more 
at my ease. 

Meanwhile, Proserpine allowed me to imtie the bridle 
and even to touch her shoulder, without giving the least 
sign of hesitation ; but she no sooner felt the weight of 
my foot in the stirrup then she swerved abruptly aside, 
giving three or four magnificent fiings above the large 
marble vases which ornamented the steps; then reared, 
by way of doing the agreeable, beating the air with her 
fore feet, after which she stood still, trembling. '^Not •. 
easy to mount^'* said the groom, with a wink. "So I see, 
my boy; but Pll astonish her, you'Jl see." At the same 
time, I sprang into the saddle without touching the 
fitinmp, and, while Proseipine was thinking over what 

o 
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had oconrred, I got a firm seat The next moment 
we were vanishing at a hand gallop down the avenue of 
chestnnts^ followed by a sonnd of clapping of hands^ 
for which M. de B^vallan had had the wit to give the 
signoL 

This incident^ trifling as it was, did not fiul, as I 
could pevceive even the same evening in the iaoes of the 
party, wonderfidlj to raise my credit A few other 
aoeomplishmentsfy of eqnal valtte, will secure for me aU 
the importance I wish for here^ enough to guarantee 
my personal dignity. They can easily see, indeed, 
that I make no attempts to abuse the care and 
consideration which are shown me^ with an idea of 
playing a part in the chftteau out of keeping with the 
modest poet which I fill. I shut myself up in my tower 
as often as I can, without distiactly failing in politeness ; 
in a word, I keep strictly in my place^ that no one may 
ever be tempted to put me down into it 

A few days after my arrival, when I was present 
at one of those dinners of ceremony, which are almost of 
daily occurrence here in this season, my name was pro- 
nounced in a tone of inquiry by the burly sub-prefect of 
the neighbouring small town, who was seated at the 
right of the lady at the ch&teau. Mme. Laroque^ who 
is liable to such abstraction, forgot that I was not fax* 
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from hex, 9JoA, in spate of myself, I overbewcd every 
syllable of herxepfy. 

^Good hettvens ! Don't mention him ! There is 
some impenetrable mystery. We think he is a ptince in 
disgoiae. Than are so many stroUii^ np and down the^ 
world. This one has erery conceivable aooomplishment : 
he rides, plays the piano^ draws, and all to p^eo- • 
tion. Between wirselveB, my dear sob-prefeei^ I believe 
that he is bat an indifferent bailifi^ but he is xeaQy a very 
agreeable man." 

The anb-prefect, who is also a very agreeable man, or 
thinks ImnadBT so, which comes to the same thing for his 
own satis&etion, replied gracefully, caressing his magni- 
ficent moqstadie with one of his plump hande^ that 
there ^ere boratiM eyw aumgh in the eh&t«m to 
aoeonnt for many mysteries ; that he strongly suspected 
the disguised {since of being a lov^ in dii^^uis^ and that^ 
moreover. Love was the legitimate parent of Caprice, and 
the natural bailiff of the graces. Thas suddenly chang« 
ing his tone : ^ At any rate^ madame^ if joa have the 
slightest uneasiness as to this individual, I will have 
him questioned to-morrow by the Brigadier of Gen- 
darmes.'* 

Mme; Laroque protested against this excess of 
gallant zeal : and the conversation went no further, so 

g2 



84 THE DISGUISED NOBLEMAN; 

far afl concerned me ; but it left me much piqued, not 
at the sub-prefect^ wbo^ on the contrary, amused mo 
esctremely, but at Mme* Laroque; for, though she did 
more than justice to my personal qualifications, she did 
not seem to be duly impressed with my official merits. 

It so happened that I had next day to renew the lease 
of a considerable farm. This business had to be done 
with a very cunning old peasant, whom I nevertheless 
contrived to bewilder by a skilful combination of a few 
legal terms and prudent diplomatical reserve. Our terms 
agreed upon, the good man quietly laid down three 
rouleaus of gold coins on my desk. Although the 
meaning of this payment, which was not due, entirely 
escaped me, I abstained from showing any inconsiderable 
astonishment ; but, while opening the rouleaus, I learned 
by some indirect questions that this sum was the earnest- 
money of the bargain ; in other words, the bottle of wine, 
which it seems the farmers are in the habit of paying 
their landlord at each renewal of a lease. I had no idea 
of claiming this earnest-money, having foimd no mention 
of it in the former leases, drawn up by my able pre- 
decessor which had served as my model. At the time^ I 
drew no conclusion from this incident ; but when t went 
to give Mme. Laroque this lucky present^ her surprise 
astonished me. "What is that?'* she asked. I ex- 
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plained to her the nature of the payment. She made me 
repeat it, ''That is not the custom, is it ? " she resumed^ 

^'Yes, madame, every time you consent to a fresh 
lease." 

'' But there have been more than ten leases renewed, 
to my knowledge, within these thirty years. How comes 
it that we have never heard of such a thing T' 

'^ I cannot tlell, madame." 

Mme. Laroque fell into an abyss of thought, at the 
bottom of which she perhaps encountered the venerable 
shade of Father Hivart, after which she shrugged her 
shoulders slightly, looked at me, then at the money, then 
at me again, and seemed to hesitate. Finally, throwing 
herself back in her chair, and sighing deeply, she said to 
me, with a simplicity for which I felt grateful, '* That 
will do, sir; I thank you." 

This mark of stupid integrity, about which she had 
the good taste not to compliment me, nevertheless caused 
Mme. Laroque to form a high idea of the ability and 
virtues of her bailiff, I perceived this a few days after- 
ward. Her daughter was reading to her an account of a 
journey to the pole, in which an extraordinary bird was 
mentioned, that does not steal "Stop," she said, "that 
is like my bailiff," 

I firmly hope that since that time, by the strict care 
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which I bring to the task I have aooeptod, I have 
acquired some title to respoct of a less neigatiTe IdndL M. 
Laub^pin, when I went to Paris lately to emfataoe my 
sister, thanked me with much feeling for the honour J 
had done to the eng^^^ements he had acoepted lor me. 
^ Coumge^ Msadme^" he said; '' we shall poitioa Htdca. 
The poor child wiLJ, so to speak, have known nothing'. 
And as for yourseli^ my fiiend, feel no regrat. Bdievc 
me^ you ha\e in yeuradf tibe thing moat like happinfiBs in 
this woridy andy thank Heaven, I see ycm will always 
hare it— « peaceful oonscieaDoey and the strong serauiiy of 
a soul wholly devoted to duty.'* 

The old man is doabtlcBS right. I am calm, hut stitt 
I scarcely £od ha^y. There are in my soul, not y^ ripe 
fye the austere cfdlight of sacrifice, some outbuzats e£ 
youth and of despair. My life^ unraservedly dedicated 
and devoted to another V£d, more feeble and mmre dear to 
me than my own, no longer belongs to me : it has no 
future— it is in a el<»iflter fofip ever cloaed. My heart must 
no long^ beat, my hnin must no longer think; save for 
another. Only let Helen be ha]^y i Tears are already 
coming on me ; let them come quickly ! I beaeedii them 
to come ; their ooUiiess will stnangtihen my covrage. 

At any tate^ I cannot complain of a sitQataon which, 
in a word, has deceived my most painful fears, and even 
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surpasses my highest hopea My work, my frequent 
ioumeys into the neighbouring departments, and my taste 
for solitude, keep me much away from the cli4teau, the 
noisy gatherings at whioh I especially avoid. Perhaps I 
owe to the infi:«queney of my visits much of the friendly 
reception I meet with. Mme. Laroque, especially, shows 
me real affection } she makes me the confidant of her 
strange and very ainoere chimeras about poverty, 
devotedness, and poetical self-denial, which contrast 
amusingly with the manifold precautions of the chilly 
Creole. Sometimes she envies the gipsy women, carrying 
their children, dragging a wretched cart along the roads, 
and cooking their dinner under a hedge ; sometimes it is 
the sisters of chariiy, and sometimes canteen-women, to 
whose heroic toils she aspires. Lastly, she does not cease 
to reproach the late M. Laroque the younger with his 
admirable health, which never allowed his wife to display 
that genius for nurang with which she felt her heart 
surohaiged. Still, she has had the &incy, within these 
few days^ to add to her easy-chair a kind of nook, shaped 
like a sentiy-box^ to protect her from draughts. I found 
her the other morning triumphantly installed in this 
kiosk, waiting pleasantly enough for martyrdom. 

I have hardly less cause to be satisfied with the other 
inmates of the ch&teau* Mlla Marguerite, always buri'>'i 
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like a Nubian spliinx in some unknown dream, neverthe- 
less condescends^ with thoughtful kindness, to repeat for 
me my &.TOurite airs. She has a beautiful contralto 
voice, which she manages not only with consummate skilly 
but also with a negligence and coldness of manner that 
one would think was intentional. She does sometimes 
accidentally let some impassioned notes escape her lips, 
but she immediately seems humiliated and ashamed at 
thus forgetting her character or her part, and hastens to 
return within the bounds of icy correctness. 

A few games at piquet, which I have had the easy 
politeness to lose to M. Laroque, have won me the good 
graces of the old man, whose looks rest on me sometimes 
with a perfectly singular degree of attention. One would 
say that some dream of the past, some ^cied likeness, .n 
half awakened in the clouds of that wearied memory, ock , 
the bosom of which float the confused shadows of a whc4c 
century. But they would not return me the money I had 
lost to him! It seems that Mme. Aubry, who plays 
habitually with the old captain, makes no scruple what- 
ever of accepting this restitution as a regular thing, 
which does not hinder her from frequently winning 
from the old privateer, with whom she then has noisy 
disputes. 

This lady, whom M. Laub6pin treated very gently, 
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when he described her merely as an embittered spirit, 
inspires me with no sympathy. Still, ont of respect for 
the house, I compelled myself to win her good will, 
which I have accomplished by lending a friendly ear, 
sometimes to her wretched lamentations over her present 
lot, sometimes to the emphatic description of her past 
splendour — of her plate, furniture, laces, and pairs 
of gloves. 

I must own that I am in a good school for learning to 
despise the poverty I have lost. Everybody here, in fiuit, 
preaches me, by their behaviour and language, an eloquent 
sermon on the contempt of riches : first, Mme. Aubry, 
who may be compared to those shameless gluttons whose 
disgusting greediness takes away your appetite, and gives 
you a deep loathing for the dishes of which they boast ;. 
then the old man, who is wasting away over his millions 
as sorrowful as Job on his dunghill ; then this excellent,, 
but romantic and used-up woman, who dreams, amid her 
obstinate prosperity, of the forbidden fruit of wretched- 
ness ; and lastly, the superb Marguerite, who wears tho 
diadem of beauty and wealth, with which Heaven has- 
burdened her brow, as if it were a crown of thorns. 

Strange girl I Almost every morning, if the weather 
is fine, I see her pass beneath the windows of my belfry; 
she salutes me with a grave bow, which sets the bla'^' 
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feather in her hat waving, and then diisappears slowlj 
clown the shaded paiUi which crosses the ruins of the old 
ch&teao. Generally^ old Alain follows her at a littlo 
distance ; sometunes she has no oompanion bat tlie huge 
and fidthful Mervyn, who steps out at the side of his fair 
mistress like a thou^tfui bear. With this escort she 
goes the round of the whole neighbouring oountryy 
seeking for charitable adventures. She might disp^oae 
with any protector : there is not a cottage mthin six 
leagues that does not know her, and venerate her as a 
good &iiy. The peasants call her simjdy ^ mademoiselle^'* 
when they c^^eak of her, as if they were speaking k>£ one 
of those king's daughters who adorn their l^ends, and 
whose beauty, power, and mystery, she seems to them to 

lJOBpCS8» 

I try, however, to explain to myself the cloud of 
gloomy thought which continually overshadows her brow, 
the haughty and defiant severity of her look^ and the 
bitter dryness of her words. I ask myself are these the 
natural features of a curiously-compounded character, or 
the symptoms of somo secret trouble — ^whether remrase^ 
fear, or love^ gnawing that noble heart I Ko matter how 
^disinterested one may be in the case, it is impossible to ' 
help feeling a certain curiosity in the presence of so re-, 
markable a person* Yesterday evening while old Alain, 
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with whom I am a fiivourite, was waiting on mo at my 
lonely dinner, I said to him, *^ Well, Alain, it has been a 
fine day ; have you had a ride to-day f *' 

** Yes, sir, this m<Mming, with mademoiselle." 

«Ah, indeed!" 

** Perhaps monsieur saw us go by ?" 

^Not unlikely, Alain. Yes, I see you go by some- 
times. You look well on horsebacky Alain.'* 

*^ Monsieur is too kind. MademcHsdJe looks better 
than I do." 

**SBie is a very pretty 3roung lady.** 

'^Oh, perfect, sir ;• and, in mind as well as feature, like 
her modier. I will tdl monsieur something. Monsieur 
knows that this property belonged formerly to the last 
Count de Oastennec, whom I had the honour to serve. 
When the Laroques bought ihe chiteao, I confess my 
heart swelled a little, and I hesitated about staying in the 
house. I had been brou^t up with a respect for the 
nobility, wad it cost me a great deal to serve people of no 
birth. Monsieur may liave noticed that I feel a par- 
ticular pleaBcoPS in d]8dlargil^^ my duty towards him; 
it is becaxise I think monmeur ins the ways of a gentle* 
man. Are you quite sure you are not of a noble fltmily, 
sirr 

"I fear I am, my poor Alain." 
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" However, as I was going to tell monsieur," Alaii> 
resumed, with a graceful bow, "I have learned in the 
service of these ladies that the nobility of the feelings is as 
good as the other kind, particularly that of M. le Comte de 
Castennec, who had a weakness for beating his servants. 
Still, sir, I say it's a pity mademoiselle doesn't marry 
a gentleman of good name. Nothing would then be 
wanting to make her perfect'' 

^ But it seems to me, Alain, that it depends only on 
herself" 

" If monsieur refers to M. de B^vallah, it really does 
depend only on herself, for he proposed to her six months 
ago. Madame did not seem much opposed to the marriage, 
and, in fact, M. de B6vallan is the richest man in this 
neighbourhood, next to the Laroques ; but mademoiselle, 
without giving a positive answer, wished to take time to 
think over it." 

" But if she loves M. de B^vallan, and can marry him 
when she pleases, why is she always so sad and abstracted, 
as we see her ?" 

'^It is a fact, £>ir, that mademoiselle is entirely changed 
these two or three years. Formerly she was as gay as a 
lark, and now one would say something is worrying her ; 
but I may say respectfolly, that I don't think it is love 
for that gentleman." 
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"You don't seem too fond of M. de B^vallan your- 
self my good Alain. And yet he is of a good, noble 
family ^" 

" That doesn't prevent his being a rascal, and spend- 
ing his time in trifling with the country girls. And 
if monsieur has eyes, he may see that he wouldn't mind 
playing the Sultan in the ch&teau, in de&ult of anything 
better." 

There [was a pause of silence; after which Alain 
continued— '* Pity monsieur hasn't a hundred thousand 
a year.'* 

"Why so, Alain?" 

"Becaus e " said Alain, tossing his head, thought- 
fully. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

July 2&ih, 
In the course of the month which has just paased, I 
Iiave made one friend, and, I think, two enemias. The 
enemies are Mile. Marguerite and Mlla H^oniiL Hie 
friend is an old maid, eighty-eight years old. I fear the 
gain does not compensate for the loss. 

Mile. H^ouin, with whom I wiH settle accounts first, 
is an imgrateful person. My alleged wrongs to her ought 
rather to recommend me to her esteem ; but she seems to 
be one of those women who are pretty common in the 
world, who do not count esteem in the number of the 
feelings which they care either to inspire or to feel. 
From the very beginning of my life here, a kind of 
similarity between the fortunes of the governess and the 
bailiff, the modest position we each hold in the chateau, 
had impelled me to form relations of affectionate^ kindness 
with Mile. H61ouin. At all times, I have made it a point 
to show the interest in these poor girls, which their 
thankless task and their precarious situation — at once 
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hvuniliating and without a f utuie-— seem to me to besi>eak 
for them. MUe. H61oiim is, moreover, prettj, intelligent^ 
and accomplished ; and, thoti^ she spcaia it all somewhat 
by the nervous viyaeHy of manner, feverish coquettish- 
ness, and slight pedantry, which are the nsnal mistakes of 
her situation, I had but little merits I own, in placing the 
chiTsdroos part towards her which I had assigned myself. 
This part assumed the character of a kind of duly in my 
ejee, when I perceived, as several warnings had previously 
suggested to me, that a devouring lion, with the features 
of King Francis the Krst, was furtively roaming about my 
young protigee. This duplicity, which does credit to M. de 
B^vallan's boldness, is. carried on tmder colour of fiiendly 
familiarity, with a policy and coolness which easily deceive 
unobservant or unsuspecting eyes. Mme. Laroque and 
her daughter, especially, are too much strangers to the 
pei'versity of the world, and live too for from any reality, 
to feel the shadow of suspicion. As for myself^ who am 
greatly irritated at this insatiable eater of hearts, I took 
a pleasure in spoiling his plans ; more than once I have 
attracted the attefttion which he sought to appropriate ; 
and* I have taken particular pains to lessen in Mile. 
H^louin's breast that feeling of neglect and isolation, 
which in general gives so great an advantage to the style 
of consolation offered her. Have I ever, in the course of 
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this ill-advised contest, gone beyond the delicate bounds 
of brotherly protection? I do not think so; and the 
very terms of this short dialogue, which has suddenly 
changed the character of our intercourse, seem to speak 
in favour of my reserve. One evening last week we were 
Sill taking the fresh air on the terrace. MUe. H61ouin, to 
whom it happened that I had occasion to show some par- 
ticular attention during the day, took my arm gently, 
and, picking to pieces an orange-flower with her delicate 
white teeth, said to me, with a little emotion in her voic^ 
" You are kind. Monsieur Maxime." 

" I try to be^ mademoiselle," 

" You are a true Mend" 

"Yes." 

" But what sort of a friend 1" 

" A true on^ as you have said." 

"A friend who loves me ?" 

" Doubtless." 

"Much?" 

" Certainly." 

"Passionately?" 

"No." 

At this monosyllable, which I pronounced very dis- 
tinctly, and followed up by a firm look, Mile. H61ouiii 
impetuously threw away the orange-flower, and left my 
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arm. Since that unlucky hour, I have been treated with 
a disdain which I have not come by dishonestly, and I 
should most assuredly believe that friendship between the 
sexes is a delusive feeling, had I not received the very 
next day a kind of set-off a^nst my mishap. 

I had gone to spend the evening at the chateau ; two 
or three families, who had come for a fortnight's visit^ 
had gone away in the morning. I found there none but 
habitual guests — the cur6, the collector, and Doctor Des- 
marets ; and lastly, General de Saint Cast and his wife, 
who, like the doctor, live in the adjoiping small town. 
Mme. de Saint Cast, who appears to have brought her 
husband a handsome fortune, was engaged in a lively con- 
versation with Mme. Aubry when I entered. These two 
ladies, as usual, understood each other perfectly; they 
were celebrating, each in her turn, like two shepherds in 
a pastoral poem, the incomparable advantages of riche&i, 
in language in which elegance of expression vied with 
elevation of thought. « You are quite right,'* said Mme. 
Aubry ; " there is but one thing in the world, and that is 
to be rich. When I was rich, I despised with all my 
heart those who were not^ and so I find it qidte natural 
now that I should be despised, and I do not complain 

of it." 

'^You are not despised for it^ madame," returned 
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Mmc. de Saint Cast, '^ certainly not, madame ; but it is a 
&ct that it makes a tremendous difference whether one is 
xich or not. The general there knows something about 
it ; he had positively nothing when I married him, except 
liis sword, and a sword doesn't put butter in one's soup, 
^oes it, madame V* 

** No, no, indeed, madame," cried Mme. Aubry, ap- 
plauding this bold metaphor. "Honour and glory are 
all very fine in romances ; but I prefer a good carriage, 
don't you, madame 1 " 

m 

^ Yes, certainly, madame ; that's what I was telling 
the general this morning, as we were on our way here ; 
eh, general?" 

"Hm!" grunted the general, who was playing dis- 
mally in a comer with the old privateer. 

"You had nothing when I married you, general," 
Mme. de Saint Cast continued; "you don't think, of 
denying it, I hope 1 " 

** You've said so already ! " the general muttered. 

^*That doesn't alter the fe,ct that but for me you 
-would have to go afoot, general, which would not be 
pleasant with your wounds. You couldn't ride in your 
cjarriage with your pension of six or seven thousand 
francs, my friend. I told him so this morning, madame, 
epeaking of our new carriage, which is as easy as it is 
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possible for a carriage to be. I paid for it handsomely, 
though ; it makes four thousand good francs less in my 
purse, madame ! " 

" I can easily believe it, madame ! My best carriage 
cost me full five thousand, reckoning in the tiger-skin 
for the feet, which was worth five hundred by itself." 

" I haVe been obliged to be a little economical about 
mine," returned Mme. de Saint Cast, "for I have just 
been refurnishing my drawing-room, and for carpet and 
hangings alone it stands me in fifteen thousand francs. 
That's too good for a hole in the country, you'll tell 
me ; and it's quite true. But the whole town is on its 
knees before it^ and one likes to be respected — ^isn't it so, 
madame ?" 

"No doubt one likes to be respected, madame," Mme. 
Aubry replied, " and one is only respected in proportion 
to one's money. For my part, I console myself for being 
no longer respected, by thinking that if I were again 
what I once was, I should see the people who despise me 
at my feet." 

"Except me!" cried Doctor Desmarets, rising sud- 
denly* "You might have a hundred millions a year, 
and you wouldn't see me at your feet, I give you my 
word of honoTir. And so I shall go out into the fresh 
air, for confound it if I can breathe here any longer." 

H 2 
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And the worthy doctor left the room, taking -with. 
him my heartfelt gratitude, for he had done me a real 
service, by comforting my heart, overburdened witii 
indignation and disgust. 

Although M. Desmarets is established in the house 
on the footing of a Saint John Chiysostom, and allowed 
the greatest freedom of speech, his exclamation was too 
spirited not to cause the company a feeling of imeasiness, 
which resulted in an embarriassed silence. Mma Laroque 
broke it skilfully, by asking her daughter if it had struck 

eight ? 

"No, mother," M11& Marguerite replied, "for MUa 
de Porhoet has not come yet." 

A moment afterwards, as the clock was on the point 
of striking, the door opened, and MUe. Joceljmde de 
Porhoet-Gael, leaning on Dr. Desmarets* arm, entered the 
room with astronomical punctuality. 

Mile, de Porho^Gael, who has this year seen her 
eighty-eighth springs and looks like a reed preserved in 
silk, is the last scion of a very noble race, whose earliest 
ancestors are thought to be discovered among the fabled 
lungs of ancient Armorica. Still the family does not 
occupy ail important footing in, history until the twelfth 
century, in the person of Juthael, son of Conan le Tort, 
issue of the younger branch of the house of Brittany. 
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Some drops of the blood of the Porhoets have flowed in 
the most illustrious vems of !France — ^in the Bohans, the 
Lusignans, the Penthi^vres ; and these great lords 
admitted that it was not the least pure of their blood. 
I remember, when studying one day, in a fit of youthful 
Yonity, the history of the alHances of my fkmily, that I 
noticed this odd name Porhoet, and that my &ther, who 
was very learned in such matters, was very proud of it. 
Mile, de Porhoet^ now the only one left of her name, 
would never marry, that she might so preserve as long as 
possible in the finnament of French 'nobiUty the con- 
stellation of these magic syllables, Porhoet-Gk^L It 
chanced that one day some one was speaking in her 
presence of the house of Bqurbon. " The Bourbons," 
said Mile. Porhoet, plunging her knitting-needle several 
times into her white wig, "the Bourbons are a good and 
noble family, but" (suddenly assuming an air of modesty) 
" there are better ! " 

It is impossible, however, not to do homage to this 
august old lady, who wears with unexampled dignity 
the triply burdensome majesty of birth, age, and 
misfortune. An unhappy lawsuit, which she has ob- 
stinately carried on out of France for fifteen years, has 
gradually reduced her already very slender fortune ; 
probably she has scarcely an income of a thousand francs 
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left. This distress has taken away nothing from her 
pride, added nothing of ill-temper; she is cheerful, 
equable, and coiu'teous ; she lives, no one knows how, 
in her cottage with a small servant, and yet finds means 
to give a good deal in alms. Mme. Laroque and her 
daughter have formed an attachment to their noble and 
poor neighbour, which does them honour ; she is in their 
house the object of an attentive respect which confounds 
Mme. Aubry. I have ofi;en seen Mile. Marguerite leave 
the liveliest dance to make the fourth at Mile, de Porhoet's 
game at whist ; if Mlla de Porhoet should miss her 
whist (five centimes points) for a single day, the world 
would come to an end. I am myself one of the old lady's 
favourite partners, and, on the evening of which I speak, 
we were not long — ^the cur^, the doctor, and I — ^before we 
were seated round the whist-table, opposite and on each 
side of the descendant of Conan le Tort. 

It is needful to state, that at the beginning of the last 
century a great->uncle of Mile, de Porhoet, who was 
attached to the household of the Duke of Anjou, crossed 
the Pyrenees in the retinue of the yoimg prince, after- 
wards Philip Y., and formed in Spain a prosperous 
establishment. His direct descendants appear to have 
become extinct fifteen years ago, and Mile, de Porhoet, 
who had never lost sight of her ultramontane relatives, at 
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once declared herself the heiress of their property, which 
is said to be considerable. Her rights were contested by 
one of the oldest houses of Castile, allied to the Spanish 
branch of the Porhoet family. Thence arose the snit 
which the unlucky octogenarian prosecutes at great 
expense from court to court with a perseverance bor- 
dering on madness, which causes grief to her Mends, and 
amusement to th6 indifferent. Doctor Desmarets, ia 
spite of the respect which he professes for Mile, de 
Porhoet, does not &il to make common cause himself 
with the laughers, all the more so, that he decidedly dis- 
'^pproves of the use to which the poor woman in fency 
devotes her chimerical inheritance, namely, the erection 
of a cathedral in the neighbouring town in the finest 
flamboyant style, which is to disseminate to the end of 
ages yet to come the name of the founder, and of a great 
and vanished race. This cathedral, a dream engrailed on 
a dream, is the harmless plaything of this aged' chil^.. 
She has had plans dra^m for it ; she spends her days and 
sometimes her nights in contemplating its glories, ia 
Changing its arrangement by the addition of some orna- 
ments ; and she speaks of it as of a building already 
erected and fit for use— 

"I was in the nave of my cathedral ; I have noticed 
something very ambecoming in the north aisle of my 
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cathedral ; I have changed the dress of the Swiss,** 

^^ "Well, mademoiselle/' said the doctor, while shuffling 
the cards, '^have you been at work on your cathedral 
dnce yesterday ? " 

** Yes, doctor. I have even hit on a very happy idea. 
I have replaced the dead wall, separating the choir from 
the vestry, by foliage of carved stone, in imitatioii of the 
Clisson chapel in the church at Josselin* It has a much 
lighter effect" 

^ Yes, to be sure. But what news from Spain, in the 
meantime ? Ah ! is it true, as I think I saw in the 
Bevus dea Deux Mondea this morning, that the young 
Duke de Yilla Hermosa makes you an offer of marriage^ 
by way of settling iiie suit amicably ? " 

Mlla de Porhoet shook, with a disdainful toss of the 
head, the fuled ribbons which stream over her cap, and 
said, " I should refuse it flatly." 

'^ Oh, yes ! you say so, madepaoisella But what is 
the meaning of that sound of a guitar that has been heard 
several nights under your windows 1 '* 

"Pooh!" 

"Pooh! And that Spaniard in a cloak and yellow 
boots, who is seen roaming about the neighbourhood, and 
is always sighing ? " 
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" You are lnunorous," said Mile, de Porhoet^ calmly 
opening her snuffbox "But if you wish to know, my 
lawyer wrote to me two days since^ from Madrid, that 
with a little patience we shall no doubt see the end of 
our troubles." 

" I think so, indeed ! Do you know where he comes 
from, this lawyer of yours? From Gil Bias's cave, 
direct. He will take your last crown, and then laugh 
at you. Ah, if you would only consent just to btiry 
this mad idea, and live in peace! What good would 
millions do you, come % Are you not happy and 
respected, and what more do you want 1 As for your 
cathedral, I don't speak of it, because it is nothing but a 
bad joke." 

"My cathedral is a bad joke only in the judgment of 
bad jokers, Doctor Desmarets ; besides, I am defending 
my rights and fighting for justice. This property belongs 
to me, I have heard my father say so a hundred times, 
and it shall never, with my conseni;, go to people who are 
really jtist as much strangers to my family as you, my 
dear friend, or as monsieur," she added, nodding at me. 

I was childish enough to be piqued at the compliment, 
and at once rejoined : " As far as concerns me, mademoi- 
selle, you are mistaken, for my family has had the honour 
of being allied to yours, and yours to mine." 
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On hearing these audacious words Mile, de Porhoet 
instinctively carried to her pointed chin the cards which 
were spread like a fan in her hand, and drawing up her 
thin figure, first looked into my face as if to assure her- 
self of my sanity, then by a superhuman effort regained 
her composure, and lifting a pinch of Spanish snuff* to her 
nose, said : " You will prove that to me, young man," 

Ashamed of my absurd boast, and much embarrassed 
by the looks of curiosity which she had drawn down on 
me, I bowed awkwardly without replying. Our whist 
was finished in gloomy silence. It was ten o'clock, and I 
was preparing to escape, wh^i Mile, de Porhoet touched 
my arm. " Will monsieur the bailiff," she said, " do me 
the honour to accompany me to the end of the avemie V* 

I bowed again once more, and followed her: 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

July 2Uh, 
We soon found ourselves in the park. The little 
servant, in the costume of the country, walked in advance, 
carrying a lantern; then Mile, de Porhoet, stiff and 
silent, holding up in a careful and becoming manner the 
scanty folds of her silken sheath : she had drily refused 
the offer of an arm ; and I walked on at her side, my 
head drooping, and much dissatisfied with myself At 
the expiration of a few minutes of this funereal march, 
the old lady said to me, " Well, sir, speak, I am waiting. 
You said that my family was allied to yours, and, as an 
alliance of that kind is an entirely new point in history 
to me, I shall be much obliged if you will be kind enough 
to clear it up for me." 

I had in secret decided that I ought at any cost to 
keep the secret of my incognito. " Indeed, mademoiselle," 
I said, " I venture to hope you will overlook a joke, which 
escaped me in the course of conversation." 

"Ajoke!" cried Mile, de Porhoet; «a fine subject 
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for jokes, indeed. And what name do you give now-a- 
days, sir, to jokes courageously levelled at an unprotected 
old woman — jokes which you would not venture on to a 
man?" 

" Mademoiselle, you leave me no possibility of retreat- 
ing ; it only remains for me now to trust myself to your 
discreetness. I do not know, mademoiselle, if the name 
D'Hauterive is known to you." 

" I am perfectly acquainted, sir, with the D'Hauterives, 
who are a good, nay, an excellent Dauphin6 family. 
How does that bear on the case ? " 

"I am at this moment the representative of that 
family." 

" You ! " said Mile, de Porhoet, coming to a sudden 
halt ; " you a D*Hauterive 9 " 

"Yes, mademoiselle." 

"This alters the case," said she ; **give me your arm, 
cousin, and tell me your history." 

I thought it best, in this state of things, just to hide 
nothing from her. I was ending the painful account of 
the disasters of liiy family, when we came before a singu- 
larly narrow, low cottage, flanked' at one comer by a sort 
of ruinous tower with pointed roof *^ Come in, marquis," 
said the daughter of the kings of Grael, stopping on the 
threshold of her sorry palace ; " come in, I beg." A 
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moment afterwards I was ushered into a little, dismal 
parlour, with a brick floor. On the pale tapestry which 
covered the walls were crowded together half a score of 
portraits of her ancestors, robed in ducal ermine ; above 
the mantelpiece sparkled a magnificent timepiece, made 
of tortoise-shell, inlaid with copper, and surmounted by a 
group representing the Chariot of the Sun. A few oval- 
backed . arm-chairs, and an old sofa with rickety legs, 
completed the decoration of the room, in which every- 
thing betokened a severe propriety, and you smelt a 
powerful odour of iris, Spanish snuff, and sundry, other 
perfumes. 

^^ Sit down," said the old lady, taking a seat herself 
on ihe sofe. ; " sit down, cousin ; for i^ough in reality we 
are not rdated, and cannot be so, a& Jeanne de Porhoet 
and Hugues d'Hauterive, between ourselves, were foolish 
enough to have no issue, it will be agreeable for me, with 
your leave, to treat you as a cousin when we are alone, 
that I may for a moment cheat the painful feeling of my 
present loneliness. So then, cousin, your position is as 
you have told me j it is a hard pass, assuredly. Still, I 
will suggest to you a few thoughts which have become 
habiinial with me, and seem to me of a kind to ofler you 
irterling comfort. In the first place, my dear marquis, I 
often say to myseli^ that in the midst of these ignoramuses 
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and old servants whom we see now-a-days riding in their 
carriages, poverty has an odour of distinction and good 
taste. 

" Besides, I am not far fi:om believing that God has in- 
tentionally reduced some of us to straitened circumstances, 
that this gross, material, gold-seeking age may always 
have before it, in our persons, a style of worth, dignity, 
and renown, which owes nothing to gold and material 
things — ^which nothing can purchase, and which cannot be 
sold ! To all appearance, cousin, that is the providential 
account of your position and mine." 

I testified to Mile, de Porhoet all the pride I felt at 
having been chosen along with her to give the world the 
noble lesson which it needs, and by which it seems so 
little disposed to profit. Then she resumed : — 

" For my own part, sir, I am formed for poverty ; I 
suffer little from it : when one has seen, in the course of 
a life too long protracted, a father worthy of his name, 
and four brothers, worthy of their father, fall before their 
time by the bullet or the steel ; when you have seen all 
the objects of your affection and devotion perish one 
after the other ; one must needs have a very little soul to 
be anxious about the plenteousness of the table, or the 
newness of one's dress. Certainly, marquis, if my personal 
comfort were alone concerned, you may believe that I 
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should care but little for my Spanish milKons; but it 
seems to me proper, and to be setting a good example, that 
a family like mine should not disappear from the earth 
without leaving beliind it some lasting trace, some striking 
monument, of its greatness and its faith. Therefore, in 
imitation of some of my ajicestoi*s, cousin, I have formed 
the idea, and will never renounce it while I live, of the 
pious foundation of which you have certainly heard I " 

After assuring lierself of my assent, the old and noble 
lady seemed rapt in contemplation, and, while she cast a 
melancholy glance over the half-efl^ed portraits of her 
ancestors, the hereditary timepiece alone broke the mid- 
night stillness of the dimly-lighted room. " There will 
be," Mile, de Porhoet suddenly resumed, " a chapter of 
regular canons attached to the services of this church. 
Every day, in the private chapel of my fiimily, low mass 
will be said for the repose of my soul, and of the souls ot 
my ancestors. The feet of the officiating priest will tread 
on a nameless stone, which will form the step before the 
altar, and will cover my remains." 

I bowed with an emotion of visible respect. Mile, de 
Porhoet took my hand, and pressed it gently. " I am 
not mad, cousin," she said, " whatever they may say. My 
fiither, who never told me a lie, always assured m^ that, 
on the direct descent of our Spanish branch becoming 
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extinct, we alone should have a right to the inheritance. 
His sudden violent death unhappily did not permit "hiTn 
to give us more exact information on the matter ; but, 
not being able to doubt his word, I do not doubt my 
right Still," she added, after a pause, and in a tone of 
touching sadness, "if I am not mad, I am old, and those 
people yonder know it weU. They have dragged on my 
case for fifteen years, with all sorts of delays ; they are 
waiting for my death, which will end it all. And you 
see they will not have long to wait ; one of these days^ I 
shall have, I feel, to hear mass for the last time. This 
poor cathedral, my only love, which had supplied the 
place in my heart of so many destroyed or crushed aflfec- 
tions, it will never have but one stone, and that my tomb- 
stone." 

The old lady was silent. She wiped away with her 
emaciated hands two tears which were trickling down her 
withered cheeks, and then added, with a forced smile, 
" Forgive me, cousin ; you have plenty of troubles of your 
own. Excuse it. Besides, it is late : go home^ you will 
compromise me." 

Before going, I once more recommended to Mile, de 
Porhoet's discreetness the secret which I had been forced 
to confide to her. She answered me somewhat evasively, 
that I might make myself easy^ she would know how to 
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secure my peace and dignily. Still, in » few days I 
suspected, by the redoubled attention with which Mme. 
Laroque honoured me^ that my worthy Mend had re- 
peated my commimication to her* Mile, de Porhoet^ in , 
fact^ did not hesitate to own it, assuring me that she 
could do no less for the honour of her family, and that 
Mme. Laroque was, besides, incapable of betraying, even 
to her daughter, a secret intrusted to her delicacy. 

Still my conversation with the aged lady had left me 
penetrated with a tender respect^ of which I tried to give 
her proo£ The very next evening I applied all the re- 
sources of my pendl to the interior and exterior decora- 
tion of her dear cathedral This attention, to which she 
showed herself sensible, has gradually assumed the 
r^olarity of a habit. Almost every evening, after our 
whist^ I set to work, and the ideal building is enriched 
with a statue, a pulpit, or a gallery. Mile. Marguerite;, 
who seems to pay her neighbour a kind of worship, has 
been pleased to join in my labour of love, by devoting 
to the temple of the Porhoets a special sketch-book, 
which I am to fill. 

I further offered my old acquaintance to take my 
share in the proceedings, researchesf, and cares of all 
kinds, which her lawsuit may cause her. The poor 
woman owned that I did her a service ; that, though she. 
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still could keep up her correspondence, her weak eyesight 
refused to decipher the manuscripts in her collection of 
documents, and that she had never been willing hitherto 
to get any help in her work, however important it might 
be to her case, for fear of giving a fresh handle to the 
uncivil jokes of the neighbours. In short, she accepts 
my advice and co-operation. Since then, I have con- 
scientiously studied the voluminous papers in her suit 
and remain convinced that the affair, which will be tried 
some day soon on final appeal, is positively lost already. 
M. Laub^pin, whom I have consulted, shares my opinion, 
which, however, I shall try to keep fix)m my old friend 
as long as circumstances will allow. Meantime^ I give her 
pleasure by ransacking her femily archives, in which 
she is always hoping to find some decisive title in her 
favour. Unhappily, these archives are very rich, and the 
little tower is filled with them from roof to cellar. 

Yesterday, I went early to Mile, de Porhoet's, that I 
might finish before breakfast the examination of bimdlo 
number ll5, which I had begun the day before. The 
mistress of the house not having yet risen, I installed 
myself quietly in the parlour, with the connivance of the 
small servant, and set solitarily to my dusty task. After 
about an hour, as I was perusing' with extreme delight 
the last folio of bundle 115, 1 saw Mile. Porhoet come in, 
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with difficulty dragging along an enormous packet, yeiy 
neatly covered with white linen. 

" Good morning, my good cousin," she said. " Learning 
that you were giving yourself some trouble this morning 
on my account, I wished to give myself some on yours. 
Here I bring you bundle 116." 

There is a story somewhere, in which an imhappy 
princess is locked up in a tower, and a £edry, who is a foe 
to her &,mily, sets her an endless series of out-of-the-way, 
impossible tasks, and I own that just then, in spite of all 
her virtues, Mile, de Forhoet seemed to me a near relation 
of that Mij, 

4 

''I dreamed last night," she continued, '^that this 
bundle contained the key to my Spanish treasure. You 
will therefore oblige me greatly by not delaying the 
examination of it. This labour over, you will do me the 
honour to partake of a modest repast which I wish to 
offer you under the shade of my arbour." 

Accordingly, I resigned myself to my fate. 

It is needless to say that the lucky bundle 116 con- 
tained, like the former ones, nothing but the idle dust of 
ages. Precisely at noon the old lady came to offer me 
her arm, and led me ceremoniously into a little garden 
trimmed with box, which forms, with a piece of adjoining 
meadow land, all the present domains of ihe Forhoets. 

I 2 



116 THE DISGUISED KOBLEHAK; 

The table was set under a bower of hawtboni, and the 
sun of a fine summer's day cast through the leaves a few 
rainbow-tinted rays on the Bhiuiug and perfumed table- 
cloth. I was finishing doing hono<iir to the poulet-dor^ 
the fresh salad, and the bottle of old Bordeaux, which 
formed the bill of fare of the banquet, when Mile, de 
Porhoet^ who seemed delighted with my appetite, turned 
the conversation to the Laroque &imly. 

^'I confess^" she said, ^that tiie old privateer does 
not please me at alL I remember when he came here he 
had a large pet ape, whom he dressed up as a servant^ 
and with whom he seemed to have a perfect under- 
standing. The animal was a real pest in the village, and 
none but a man of no» education or deoency could have 
been so wrapped up in it. They said it was an ape, and 
I assented ; but I really think it was nothing but a negro 
-*-«U the mcEte, as I alwayB sus^)ected his master of having 
dealt in that commodity on the coast of Aj&ica. The late 
M. Laroque, the youngs, however, was a good nian, an4 
quite a gentleman. As for the ladies, speaking of course 
of Mme. Laroque and her daughter, and by no means of 
the widow Aubiy, who is a creature of mean condition-— 
as for the ladies, I say, there is no praise they do not 
deserve." 

We were at this point when the stately step of a 
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horse was heard in the path which skirts the outer side 
of the garden-walL At the same moment, several smart 
taps were struck on a litUe door near the arbour. 

« Well ! " said MUe. de Porhoet, « who's there T* 

I raised my eyes, and saw a black feather waving over 
the top of the walL 

^ Open ! " cried gaily a rich, musical voice ; " open, it 
is the fortune of" France I " 

"What ! is it you, my darling 1" cried the old lady. 
" Run quickly, cousin.** 

In opening the door, I was almost knocked down by 
Mervyn, who rushed between my legs, and I saw MUe. 
Marguerite busy tying the bridle of her horse to the rail 
of a fence. 

" Good moniing, sir/' she said, without showing the 
least surprise at finding me there. "Then, gathering over 
her arm the long folds of her riding-habit, she walked 
^ito the garden. 

"Welcome this beautiful day, my beautifal child,'* 
said Mile, de Porhoet; "embrace me. You have been 
galloping, you young madcap; your hce is all over a 
bright purple, and your eyes absolutely flash fire. What 
can I offer you, my love 1" 

" Let us see," said Mile. Marguerite, giving a glance 
at the table; "what have you there? Has monsieur 
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eaten everylliing ? But I am not Imngry, only 
thirsty.'* 

^ I certainly shall forbid yon drinking in the state you 
are in ; but stop, there are still a few strawberries in that 
bed." 

" Strawberries ! gioja / " the young girl cried. 
"Take one of these large leaves quickly, sir; and come 
with me." 

Whilst I was selecting the largest leaf from, a figtree, 
MUe. de Porhoet half shut one eye, and with the other 
followed, with a smile of delight, the proud walk of her 
favourite down the sun-lit path. 

" Look at her, cousin," she whispered to me ; " would 
she not be worthy to be one of us ?" 

Meanwhile Mile. Marguerite, stooping over the straw- 
berry-bed, and stumbling at every step on her habit, 
greeted with a little shout of joy each strawberry as she 
discovered it. I kept near her, holding the figleaf spread 
out in my hand ; and firom time to time she would drop 
into it one strawberry for two which she munched by way 
of gaining patience. When the harvest was sufficient for 
her taste, we returned in triumph to the arbour, and what 
remained of the strawberries was powdered with sugar, 
and then eaten by the prettiest of pretty teeth. 

"Ah! that does me goodl" said MUe. Marguerite, 
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when she had finishec!, and thrown her hat on a bench, 
and leaned back against the hornbeam hedge. ^^And 
now, to make my happiness complete, my dear lady, won't 
you tell me some stories of the past — of the time when 
you were a fair warrior ?" 

Mile, de PorhoSt^ smiling with delight, needed no 
further entreaty, but drew from her memory the most 
striking episodes in her bold forays under the Lescures 
and the LarochejaqueHns. I had here a fresh proof of 
my aged friend's loftiness of soul, when I heard Jier pay 
a passing homage to all the heroes of those gigantic 
struggles, without distinction of standard. She spoke of 
General Hoche, especially, whose prisoner of war she had 
been, with an almost tender admiration. Mile. Margue- 
rite lent a passionate attention to these stories that 
astonished me. Kow half buried in her niche of haw- 
thorn, and her long lashes drooping a little, she displayed 
the immovable repose of a statue ; then, as the interest 
became keener, she leaned her elbows on the little table, 
and, thrusting her fair hand into the waves of her 
loosened hair, she darted at the old Yend^an the con- 
tinuous lightning of her looks. I must certainly say 
that I shall always count among the pleasantest hours 
of my sorrowful life those which I spent in watching 
• the reflections of a radiant sky, mingled in that 
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noble countenance with the feelings of a courageous 
heart. 

The stoiy-teller baving finished her narration, Mile. 
Marguerite embraced her, and, waking Mervyn, who was 
asleep at her feet^ she said she was going back to the 
ch&teau. I made no scruple of leaving at the same time, 
being convinced that I could cause her no annoyanca 
For, apart from the extreme insignificance ia the eyes of 
the rich heiress, both of myself and my comply, a ^' 
drtete conversation usually is no discomfort to her, her 
mother having resolutely given her the liberal education 
which she herself received in one of the British colonies ; 
for the English custom, as is well known, allows women 
before marriage all the liberty which we sagely grant 
them from the day when any abuse of it becomes 
irreparable. 

We left the garden together, then ; I held the stirrup 
whilst she mounted her horse, and we set out for the 
ch&teau. After a few paces, she said to me—" Upon my 
word, sir, I fency I disturbed you yonder very unluckily. 
You were getting on charmingly." 

" It is true, mademoiselle ; but,> as I had been there a 
long time, I forgive you, and even thank you." 

" You are very attentive to our poor neighbour. My 
mother is very grateful to you for it" 
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^ And your mother's dao^ter 1" said I, langMng. 

^Ob, I am not so easily moved. If you want me to 
admire you, you must have the goodness to wait a little 
longer first. I am not in the habit of judging lightly of 
human actions, which generally have two faces. I con- 
fess, your conduct towards Mile, de Forhoet looks well, 
but ■ ■** Here she paused, tossed her head, and con- 
tinued in a serious^ bitter, thoroughly insulting tone — 
^^•But I am not quite sure that you are not paying your 
court to her in the hope of becoming her heir." 

I felt that I turned pale. StUl, reflecting on the 
absurdity of answering this young girl in a hectoring 
styles I restrained myfieH, and said to her gravely— 
^ Allow me, mademoiselle^ sincerely to pity you." 

She seemed much surprised. " To pity me, sir 1" 

*' Tes, mademoiselle, allow me to express the respect- 
ful pity to which you seem to me to be entitled." 

"Pity!" she said, stopping her horse, and turning 
towards me her eyes half shut in disdam. ^ You have 
the advantage of me, for I do not understand you." 

" Yet it is very simple, mad^noiselle : if the loss of 
£uth in goodness, if doubt and deadness of soul, are the 
bitterest fruits of a long life's experience, nothing in the 
world deserves more compassion than a heart that is 
withered by mistrust before it has lived." 
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"Sir," replied Mile. Laroque, with a vivacity far 
removed from her ordinary way of speaking, "you do not 
know what you are talking about 1 And," she added, 
more sternly, " you forget to whom you are speaking ! " 

" True, mademoiselle," I replied, quietly, with a bow ; 
"I am speaking somewhat without knowledge, and I am 
forgetting somewhat to whom I speak ; but you set me 
the example." 

Mlla Marguerite, with her eyes fixed on the tops of 
the trees that skirted the road, returned with ironical 
haughtiness, "Must I ask your pardon V* 

" Certainly, mademoiselle," I replied, firmly, "if one 
of us two had forgiveness to ask of the other, it would be 
you : you are rich, and I am poor ; you can lower your- 
self, I cannot ! " 

There was a silence. Her compressed lips, her dis- ' 
tended nostrils, a sudden paleness on her forehead, proved 
the combat that was i:aging within her. Suddenly, 
lowering her whip as if for a salute — " Yery well 1 " she 
said — "Forgive me!" And immediately she gave her 
horse a fierce cut with the whip, and set off at a gallop, 
leaving me in the middle of the road. 

I have not seen her sinca 
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CHAPTER IX. 

July ZOth, 

The theory of chances is never more idly employed 
than on the thoughts and feelings of a woman. Not 
caring to find myself soon in Mile. Marguerite's company, 
after the painful scene between us, I had passed two days 
without showing my fiice at the chdteau. I scarcely ex- 
pected that this short interval could have sufficed to 
soothe the resentment I had stirred up in that haughty 
heart. Nevertheless, the morning of the day before yes- 
terday, towards seven o'clock, as I was at work near the 
open window of my turret, I heard myself suddenly 
called, in a tone of Mendly gaiety, by the very person 
of whom I thought I had made an enemy. 

** Monsieur Odiot, are you there?" 

I went to the window, and perceived, in a boat sta- 
tioned near the bridge. Mile. Marguerite, pushing aside 
with one hand the brim of her large brown straw hat, 
«iid raising her eyes towards my half-invisible tower. 

" Here I am, mademoiselle," said I, promptly. 
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"Will yon come and take a walk V* 

After the just alarm, by which I h&.d been tormented 
for two days, so much condescension made me fear that, 
according to the saying, I was the plaything of a senseless 
dream. 

''Excuse me, mademoiselle ; what do you say 1" 

"Will you take a little walk with Alain, Mervyn, and 
me r 

" Certainly, mademoiselle.*' 

" Very well ; bring your sketch-book.'* 

I made haste to come down, and ran towards her on 
the bank of the stream, 

"Ah I" said the young girl, laughing, "you are in a 
good humour this morning, it seems," 

I muttered awkwardly some confused words, intend- 
ing to intimate that I was always in a good humour, 
which Mile. Marguerite seemed not to believe very firmly; 
and then I jumped into the boat» and took a seat by her side. 

"Bow on, Alain," said she,, immediately; and old 
Alain, who piques himself on being a masterly rower, 
began to take methodical strokes with the oars, which gave 
him the look of a heavy bird trying in vain to fly away. 
Then Mile. Marguerite continued, "Tam actually obliged 
to come and fetch you from your tower, as you have been 
obstinately sulking these two days." 
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'* I assure you, mademoiselle^ nothing but discretion-* 
respect — fear " 

**0h, heavens! respect — ^fear. You were sulking, 
that's what it was. Positively, we are too good for you. 
My mother, who insists upon it^ I don't clearly know 
why, that we ought to treat you with a very distinguished 
consideration, b^ged me to immolate myself on the altar 
of your pride, and, like an obedient daughter, I immolate 
mysel£" 

I frankly expressed my lively gratituda 

'' Not to do things by halves," she went on, '* I resolved 
to give you a treat that would suit you : so here is a fine 
summer morning for you, wood and glades, with all the 
desirable effects of light and shade, birds singing under 
the leaves, a mysterious boat gliding over the water. 
You who like stories of that kind, you must be pleased." 

'' I am enchanted, mademoiselle." 

«0h, that is lucky." 

I found myself in fact^ for the moment^ pretty oon- 
tented with my lot. The two banks between which we 
were gliding were strewn with newly-cilt hay, which per- 
fumed the air. I saw retreating all around us the dark 
avenues of the park, pierced with lines of brightness by 
the morning sun; millions of insects were intoxicating 
themselves with dew in flower-cups, humming gaily the 
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while. Before me was old Alain, at every stroke of the 
oars smiliDg on me with an air of satisfaction and pro- 
tection ; still nearer sat Mile. Marguerite, contrary to 
her custom, dressed in white ; beautiful, fresh, and pure, 
she shook away with one hand the dewy pearls which the 
early hour hung around the lace of her hat, and offered 
the other as a bait to the faithful Mervjm, who was 
swimming after us. Truly, I should not have needed 
very much entreaty to go to the world's end in that little 
white boat. 

As we were leaving the limits of the park, passing 
through one of the arches that pierced the boundary wall, 
the young Creole said to me, " You don't ask me whither 
I am leading you, sir 1" 

" No, no, mademoiselle, it is all the same to me." 

** I am leading you into fiairyland." 

" I suspected it" 

"Mile. H^louin, who is more competent to speak ot 
poetical matters than I am, ought to have told you that 
the clumps of wood which cover the country for twenty 
leagues round are all that remains of the old forest of 
Broc61yande, where the ancestors of your friend Mile, de 
Porhoet, the kings of Gael, used to hunt, and where the 
grandfather of Mervyn here, enchanter as he was, was 
enchanted by a king's daughter named Viviane. Now 
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we shall soon be in the very heart of the forest. And if 
that is not enough to excite your imagination, know that 
these woods still preserve a thousand traces of the mys- 
terious religion of the Celts ; they are paved with them. 
You have the right, therefore, to fency under each of 
these shady places a white-robed druid, and to see a 
golden sickle shining in every ray of the sun. The wor- 
ship of these imendurable old men has even left near 
here, on a site that is lonely, romantic, picturesque, <kc., 
a monument, at the sight of which persons given to 
ecstacy generally fetint away; I thought it would give 
you pleasure to, draw it, and, as the place is not easy to 
find, I resolved to act as your guide, asking nothing in 
return, except that you will spare me any outbursts of an 
enthusiasm in which I cannot join." 

** Yery good, mademoiselle, I will restrain myself." 

"IbegyouwiU!" 

"That is understood. And what do you call this 
monument 1" 

" I call it a heap of big stones ; antiquaries call it, 
some simply a dolmen — others, who are more pretentious, 
a cromlech; the country people call it^ without explaining 
why, the migcmrdUr ^ # 

* In the wood of Cadoudal, department of Morbihaiu 
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Meanwhile, we were gently following the course of 
the stream, between two lines of dewy meadow-land; 
small cattle, mostly black, and with long, sharp horns, 
rose here and there at 1;he sound of the oars, and watched 
our passage with a fierce gaze. The valley, down which 
the stream meandered, widening id its oonrse^ was shut 
in on both sides by a chain of hills, covered, some with 
farze and diy broom, some with verdant underwood. 
From time to time we crossed a ravine, which opened out 
between two slopes a winding prospect, in the depth of 
which was to be seen the rounded blue summit of a dis- 
tant mountain. Mile. Marguerite^ spitd of her '* incom- 
petence,*' did not fail to direct my attention to the several 
charms of this sweet and rugged landscape, not omitting 
however, to accompany every remark with an ironical 
exception. 

By this time a dull, continuous sound had begun to 
announce to us that we were probably near a waterfall, 
when suddenly the valley closed up, and assumed the 
appearance of a wild and sequestered gorge. On the left 
rose a high wall of moss-covered rock; oaks and firs^ 
intermingled with hanging ivy and briers, stood in the 
chinks, even up to the top of the clifE, casting a myste- 
rious shade on the deeper water which bathed the rocks 
below. Before us, at the distance of a few hundred paces. 
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the waters boiled^ ioaaoed, a&d rniiMffilj <i}»»ft[ieant4, 
while the bn^cen line of ilie zirer stood ant ^btfrnf^ % 
whitish smokc^ agmwt a diKooDi Ittdkgnniiiid <^ otw^oxe 
verdure. On our zi^bi, llie iaoik ofpoidie tJie ciiff miv 
presented onfy a itti wwr std^ cC «U<f» ncaidav; ia wlikii 
the thickly-wooded kilbgiTe a fixiigecC«onl«)eT«lr«t 

<<Fan to tibe tttokrttid tibeCm^e. While Akm 
made the boat iiut to Hie hnaiHben of * wmow, Ae eon- 
tinned, sprisging oat Hii^itJj oa die gEMi^ '^W^iox^ joa 
don't feel nnoondbrtaUe t Ton me not iqieet, petrified, 
thnnderstmdL f And jet ih/ej aaj liiis |4aee is retj 
pretty. For 117 pn^ I like it, tieeaose it is ahrays ooc^ 
here. But fi^low me into tiie wood, if joo dsn^ and I 
win show yea ibae iuayonM i^Ume^*' 

Mile. Maignmte— lirefy, nimbk^ and gay, as I hsd 
never aeen her befoie— eroied die meadow-laad at two 
boondfl^ and toc^ a paili wiiidi buried itsdf among tlie 
thick trees as it desooided die dope* Akun and I fiii- 
lowed her in Indian file. After a few mimiteef quick 
walking our guide stopped, seemed to consult with herself 
for a momenf^ and to be finding the ri^t way j then, 
delibenitely parting two entang^ bong^ she left the 
beaten path, and struck diredty into the nnd^wood* 
The journey then became less agreeable. It was very 
hard to £nrce one's way through ihe already sturdy young 
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oaksy of vbicH tiiis underwood -was composed, their 
slojnng tnmks and thick-leaved boughs iixterlacing, like 
Bobmson Crosoe's hedge. At any rate, Alain and I got 
on "with diffically, bent double, hitting our heads at every 
stop, and bringing down, at each of our heavy move- 
ments, a eihower of dew on us j but Mile. Maiguerite, 
witii the greater addiess and cairlike suppleness of her 
sex, glided 'without apparent efiort through the openings 
in the labyrinth, laughing at «ur suffeErii^, and carelessly 
letidng tfly back behind her the 'flexible branches, which 
VTOuld hit us in the eyes. 

We reached at lengtib a very narrow, -open- E^ace, 
which «eeins to cto^ktu "the eunmnt of the hOl, and there 
I perceived, not without emotion^ a gloomy and monstrous 
table of st6ne, suppcpted' by Sveor six enormous lidocks, 
whioh are half btoied in the grouxid, and form- there a 
cavern, truly full of reHgious terror. Atfest sight, there 
is, in this iminjured monument of almost fabtdous times 
and of primxdve religions, a power of Harcriih-^aflort of real 
presence, which 4seizes the «oid, and maker one sihiver. A 
few rays of aunlight, penetraidng the foliage, filtered ' 
throng the diEgointedrowsoffitone, played on the gloomy- 
slab above, and lent an idyllic grace to this barbarous 
altar. Mile. Marguerite herself seemed pensive and 
absorbed. As £>r me^ alter peneiiratiDg into the cavern 
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and examining the dolmen on all sides, I set about the 
task of drawing it. 

I had been absorbed in this work for about ten 
minntes^ paying jao attention to what might be going on 
around, when Mile. Maiguerite said to me isuddenly — 

" Would you like a Velleda to give life to the 
picture ?" 

I raised my eyes. She had twined round her brow/a 
thick dbaplet of oak-leaves, and was standing .at th& head 
of the dolmen, leaning sHghtly against one of ^a group of 
young trees j in the half light .under the branches. her 
white dress assumed the brilliancy of maitble, and the 
pupils of iter eyes sparkled with a stnui^e fire in the 
shadow cast by her projecting crown. She was beautiful, 
and I think she knew it. I looked at her without £mdii\g 
& word to say, and she continued — 

" If I inconvenience you^ I will move away." 

**^I b^ you. will n6t" 

" Very well, make haate ; put in Mervj^, too ; he 
shall be the druid, and I the dcuidess." 

• I was so happy as to reproduce, with tolerable fidelity, 
thanks to the vagueness. of a fiketGh,ihe poetical ^vision 
with which I had been £ivoQisd. She came, to examine 
my drawing with an aj^earanoe of eagerness. 

**. That's not bad," she said. .Then she ihr* 
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her crown, laughing, and added, *' Confess that it was 
good of me." 

I confessed it, and would even have owned, too, had she 
wished it, that she was not wanting in a spice of coqnet- 
tishness : but she would not be a woman without that, 
and perfection is detestable ; the goddesses themselves, to 
be loved, would need something more than their immortal 
beauty. 

We reached once more, through the dense under* 
growth, the path traced through the wood, and descended 
again towards the river. " Before we go back," the 
young Creole said to me, " I should like to show you the 
waterfall — all the more^ as I intend to have a little 
amusement in my turn. Come, Mervyn — come, my good 
dog ! How beautiful you are !" We were soon on the 
bank in front of the shelf of rock which dammed up the 
river^s bed. The water dashed from a height of several 
feet to the bottom of a large deep-set pool of a circular 
shape, which seemed to be bounded on all sides by an 
amphitheatre of green turf studded with dewy rocks. 
Still, some invisible fissures received the overflow of the 
small lake, and these streamlets united again at a little 
distance in one common bed. 

<' It is not exactly Niagara," said Mlla Marguerite, 
raising her voice a little so as to be heard above the diu 
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of the fall ; *^ but I have heard connoisseurs and artists 
say that it was pretty enough. Have you admired? 
Good ! Now I hope you will give Mervyn all the 
enthusiasm you have remaining. Here, Mervyn !" 

The Newfoundland came and stood by the side of his 
mistrjBss, and watched her, trembling with impatience. 
The young girl weighted her handkerchief with a few 
stones, and then threw* it into the stream a little above 
the fsJl. At the same moment Mervyn fell like a lump 
into the lower pool, and quickly left the bank; the hand- 
k<erchiei^ meanwhile, followed the course of the water, 
reached the shelf of the rock, danced for a second in an 
eddy, then suddenly passing like an arrow over the 
rounded rock, came whirling in a flood of foam before 
the eyes of the dog, who seized it with quick and 
unerring tooth. After this, Mervyn proudly regained the 
bank, where Mile. Marguerite stood clapping her hands. 

This charming sport was repeated several times with 
the same- success. It was now the sixth time, when it 
happened, either from the dog starting too late, or from 
the handkerchief being thrown too soon, that poor 
Mervyn missed his aim. The handkerchief was caught 
in the eddy of the &Iling water, and carried among some 
thorn-bushes which showed themselves above the water 
a little further down. Mervyn went in search of it ; but 
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'we w«xe much suvpriaed to aee-liiiiL struggle convuiatvely, 
lose his prey, and raise his haad t^/^fmais us with piteous 
cries. '^Qnusious Heaven! what is the matter T' cried 
Mile. Marguerite. 

^ It seems aaifheiscau^^ in those bushes. Bathe 
will get iceoy dea't douht it" 

However, , we* soon had ta dcmbt it, and even to 
despfdir of itr The. netwodc of-, weeds la which the 
uiihappy NewJbundJaad wa» caughty as if in a s]iare> 
rose diseetly: beneath an openiag, iii» the ledge of rock 
which poured an incessaat stream of foaming; water on 
MervyiL's- head.. The- poor beast, half sufSboatec^ ceased 
TWAJriTig^ the slightest effort .to> loose his bonda^ and his 
plaintive bark took the strangiLed sound.of the deatbrattle;* 
At this moment, M11a> Mai^erite* seized my^ arm, and said 
in a low tone, almost in my .ear — *^He is lost^ come 
away, sir, .let us- gOv" I looked at her. Grie£. anguishy . 
and necessity were working violently in her paleieataFeSy 
and forming |i hollow lividjring beneath her eyes. . 

^^ There is no. way^*^ I said,, f' of getting the boat down 
here ; but^ if you will allow me, I can swim a little, and 
I will go and hold out'a paw to this gentleman." 

'^ No, no, don't try» It is a great distance. And, 
besides, I have always heard that the stream was deep 
and dangerous under the ML" 
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*< lilake' jffuaaekE eaay; jnndenroiselle ; I am cautboB*" 
Ai.thevsamfr tiiii% L tkrew-my jacket on tlie grass, aad^ 
stef^teddnto tkb littie lak% taking^the precsatioato keep at 
a certaiHi fitHtwififtframibefell, The water was readbpr very 
deep^for I. found so footings except at the momeiit^wlLcxi I 
came near JheanffiariTig. Mervjn* L do not know if same 
libtletiakmdiweBe fonoBEljthfirr) and has been, loosened or* 
UDdenamedgcadnBlly, or if a rise^of the river has swept 
asra>7 andlodged in that channel, £»gment3 torn off fieom 
the bank ; but it is certain, that a thick network of brierB 
and roots lies hid under those treacherone waten, and 
thrives there. . I pldeed my feet on one of the stems fieom 
which the bushes seemed to ris^ and managed to &ee 
Mervyn^-who recovered all his strength immediately he 
became master of his motions, and made use of it without * 
delay tO' swim, to the bank, abandoning me with aE hisT 
heart. Thia proceeding :was inulittle conformity with the 
cMvalrona reputation aseribed to his species ; but good • 
Mervyn has Irved much among meo, and I suppose he 
has become a bit of a philosopher; When I would have 
taken a start ta follow him, I discovered with annoyance 
that X was caught, in my torn, in the net of the jealous 
and mischievous water-nymph, who apparently reigns 
over these channels. One of my legs was entangled in 
some knots of weeds, which I vaiioly tiied to break; 
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througlu Deep water, with a slimy bottom, is not the 
place in which to exert aH one's strength with comfort ; 
I was, moreover, half blinded by the continual spray of 
the foaming waterfall In short, I felt that nly position 
was becoming critical I cast my eyes on the bank: 
Mile. Marguerite, hanging on Alain's arm, was leaning 
over the gul^ and fixing on me a look of deadly anxiety, 
I said to myself that it now perhaps only rested with me 
to be wept for by those beautiful eyes, and to put an 
enviable termination to a wretched existence. Then I 
shook off the weak thought ; a violent effort set me free. 
I tied round my neck the little handkerchief which was 
all in shreds, and peacefully reached the bank. 

As I landed, Mile. Marguerite gave me her hand, 
which trembled a little. That seemed sweet to me. 
"What madness I" she said, "what madness ! you might 
have lost your life ! and for a dog ! " "It was yours," I 
replied in a half whisper, as she had spoken to me. The 
word seemed to vex her; she abruptly withdrew her 
hand, and turning to Mervyn, who was yawning and 
drying himself in the sun, she began to beat him. " Oh 
the fool ! the great fool ! " she said* " How stupid he 
is I" 

Meanwhile, I was dripping on the grass like a water- 
ing-pot, and did not quite know what to do with myself 
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when the young girl retmned to me, and kindly went on 
to say, '' Monsieur Maxime, take the boat and go home 
very quickly. You will get a little warmth again as you 
row. I can return with Alain through the wood — ^the 
way is shorter." As this arrangement seemed to me 
most suitable on all accounts, I made no objection to it. 
I took my leave, had for the second time the pleasure of 
touching the hand of Mervyn's mistress, and threw myself 
into the boat, 

Eetumed home, I was surprised, while dressing, to find 
round my neck the little torn handkerchief, which I had 
entirely forgotten to give back to Mile. Marguerite. She 
certainly thought it was lost^ and I decided, without any 
scruple, to appropriate it, as the prize of. my watery 
tournament. 

In the evening I went to the chateau. Mile. Laroque 
received me with that air of disdainful indolence, gloomy 
abstractedness, and bitter ennui, which habitually cha- 
racterise her, and which now formed a striking contrast 
to the graceful pleasantry and hearty liveliness of my 
companion of this morning. At dinner, M. de B6vallan 
being present, she spoke of our excursion, as if to take 
away any mystery from it; aimed, as she went along, 
some brief sarcasms at the cleverness of lovers of Nature, 
and then ended by telling of Mervyn's accident ; but she 
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snppxeaaed in. t^ last episode everything about me. If 
this reserve was intended, aa I think, to set the tune for. 
laj own difloretion, the yoang lad j gave herself rexj use- 
leas troable. However that majbe^ M^de B^vallian, on 
hearing the sterj, dea&ned . na with, his czies c£ deBpsae^ 
« What! Mile. Maggqerite had endueed that loi^. sns^ 
penae^ the biave Mervyn had nm that daager, and he^ 
B^vxUanjWasnotby'! Uniudiychaiice i he shoidd ..never 
console himself for it. Nothing was left him now^ezeept to 
hang himself, like OriMon T* '^ Weill if there wv&nobodj 
but me te cut hJm down," a«d. oldAlam to me< in^tW. 
evenings w&en conduating.,me hi»ne, ** Td take my time 
about it 1" 

Yesterday did not begin. so pleasantly for me aa the 
day before. I received in the morning a latter franit.. 
Madrid^ iiiatractiiig.me tainf^mmMUe; de Porhodt^ofihe 
decisive' loss of her suit* . Her lawyer told me,, moraeveiv . 
that the family against whom she brought the suitidoes 
not seem likely to profit by its victory, for^ it is now- 
engaged in a sttu^e with the Orown, ^duch. bestirred 
itself at the sound ci these millioa% and maintains that 
the diluted inheritanoe belcmga to< it as an escheat*. 
After long reflectioa it seemed to me that it woiold be a^ 
charity to conceal from my old neighbour the utter ruin 
of her hopes. I therefiore propose to secure the complicity 
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of her Spaairiti agent; he vnSt makathe ezGuse^x>f fresb 
delajs ] OD: mymde^ I mil ccHotiiuie taransaelr her aaehives, 
aad^ in short, do my bert to enable tlia poor woman to 
continiie to checbh her tkas' iliusioDB t» her latest dajv 
However legitimato may be the chasaeter.of thisdeceit, 
I still felt the need of having it. sanctioned by some 
ddieate confloienoe. I'Twnt to the cMteui in the aft«r» 
noon, and made my eon&Sflion to Mme; Laroqna. She 
approved of my plan^and even praised me for it. more' 
than the occasion seemed to me to demand. It was not 
without great sorpiise that I heard our couirarsatieis 
terminated by^these words : — <^ It is nowtime to teilyou^ 
sir, thq.t I am deeply gcatefol to you for your Attenticmfl^ . 
and that I feel evary day more taste for your company^ 

and more respect for yooiself I. would wish^. sir li 

heg your pardon for it, as you can scaeeely share my 
desire—- I could wish that we^ should never part L 
humbly beseeehHesren to do all the misades that may 
lSe needed for that end-^-^r miracles would be reqobedy 
I do not .disgu^ fi^om myselfL" L could not gzaap the 
exact ^neaning oftMs language any raore than I could 
account for the sudden emotiMi ^i^ch shone in the eyes 
of this excellent wemAiau L thanked her suitably, and 
went to carry my sorrowfidness out into the field 

Chance, and by no means a strange chance, to speak 
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Gcankly, led me, at the end of an hour's walking, into 
the secluded valley, and to the brink of the pool which 
had been the theatre of my recent prowess. The cii*cle 
of foliage and rock, which incloses this little lake, realises 
the very ideal of solitude. There you are really at the 
end of the world, in a virgin country — ^in China, where 
you wilL I stretched myself on the heather, and went 
over in imagination the whole of my promenade of the 
dav before, which is one of those which do not occur twice 
in the course of the longest life. I felt already that a 
similar piece of good fortune, should it ever be offered me 
again, would not possess nearly the same charm of unex- 
pectedness, of serenity, and, in a word, of innocence* I 
had good need to tell myself, that this fresh romance of 
jouth, which now perfumed my thoughts, could have but 
one chapter, but one single page; and I had read it. 
Yes, this hour — this hour of love, to give it its true 
name — had been supremely sweety because it was unfore- 
seen — ^because I had not thought of giving it a name 
until I had exhausted it — because I had enjoyed the 
intoxication of it without blame ! Now, my conscious- 
ness was awakened; I saw myself on the incline of a love 
that was impossible, absurd, nay, worse — culpable ; it was 
time to watch over myself, poor disinherited man that I 
am! 
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I was giving myself this advice in tliis lonely place, 
and it would not have been specially needful to go there 
for that purpose, when a hum of voices roused me from ' 
my abstraction. I rose, and saw coming towards me a 
company of five or six persons, who had just stepped out 
of a boat. First came Mile. Marguerite^ leaning on M. 
t de B^vallan's arm; then M11& H^louin and Mma Aubry, 
followed by Alain and Mervyn. The sound of their 
approach had been covered by the rumbling of the falling 
water ; they were but two paces oS, I had no time to beat 
a retreat, and I had to resign myself to the annoyance 
of being surprised in the attitude of a dilettante hermit. 
My presence here could, however, awake no particular 
attention ; only I thought I saw a trace of displeasure 
flit over Mile. Marguerite's brow, and she returned my 
greeting with marked stiffiiess, 

M. de B^vallan, standing on the brink of the pool, 
for some time wearied the echoes with the commonplace 
clamour of his admiration: ^'Delicious, picturesque! 
what a tasteful spot! The pen of George Sand; the 
pencil of Salvator Kosa !" The whole accompanied with 
energetic gestures, which seemed to snatch from these 
two great artists, in turn, the instruments of their genius.. 
At length he grew calm, and had pointed out to him the 
dangerous channel in which Mervyn had nearly perished 
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Mile. Maigaerite told the story again, still observing 
hcmever, ibe same iffiecretion with re^gard to the part I 
had taken in the issue. She even dwelt with a kind of 
cruelty, relatiTely to me, on the ability, courage, and 
presence of mind which, aooording to her, her dog had 
displayed in this heroic affiur. fihe apparently &ncied 
that her momentary kindness, and the servioe I had been 
60 fortunate as to render her, must hare sent up io my 
brain some fumes of presumption which it was important 
to drive down agakL Still, as Mile. H^uin and Mme. 
Aubiy showed an eager desire to see Mervyn^s highly- 
boasted ezplodts repeated before their eyes, the young 
^1 called 4he Newfouzidland and threw her handkerehief 
into tiie stream of the iiver,.as on the day before ; but at 
' this signal the bn^ve Mervyn, instead of plunging into 
the lake, ran along the bank, comang and going with a 
teonified air, barldng-lurioiialy, waggizig Ms^ taiV and, in 
short, ghning a thousand proofe of ^a poweidE%il interesti 
but, at the same time, of an^esoeUent memory. Beason 
decidedly rules* the heart in that aimnal. In vain Mlla 
Maffgueckte, angry and confoimded, employed caaresses 
and tloBats by turns tbo overcome the obsidnacy of her 
fayourite ; ^nothing could persuade the ixvfcelligent beast 
to intrust his preoiaus person again to those terrible 
waters. Afber such pompous announcements, the stub- 
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l)om pradence of the dauntleBS Mervyn had really some- 
thing droll about it. I had a better right than any one 
to laugh at it> I think, and did not Uame myself for 
doing so. However, the mirth soon became general, and 
MUe. Marguerite at length joined in it herself though 
Ijut slightly. 

<<One l&hiDg is certain,^' she said, ^^ there is another 
hasidkerchief lost f 

The handkerchief, swept away by the constant motion 
of the eddy, had notursOiy been stranded in the branches 
of the -SbM. 43u&h, at- a -very short distanoe from the^oppo- 
fiite bank. 

•^Trust tome, -mademoiselle;" cried 'M. deB^vallanj 
**in ten nmratcs'-you shall have*your* handkercMei^ -or I 
shall exist no longeii^T' 

I funded that' Ifile. Marguerite^ at this magnammous 
declaration, furtively darted at me an expressive look, as 
if to say: '^ You see that demotion is not so rare around 
me !" Then she replied to M.'*de B^vallan, ***\p0r God's 
sake, doh't do anything mad ! the water is very deep. 
There is real danger?' 

** It is quite immaterial tome," replied M. -de B^yallan. 
*^ Alain, you ought to hove a kmfe about yoiu" 

«A knife!" Mile. Marguerite repeat^, in a toae of 
Surprise. 
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** Yes. Leave me alone, leave me alone !'* 

" But what do you propose to do with a knife V* 

** I propose to cut a switch," said M. de B^vallan. 

The young girl looked at him steadily. "I thought," 
she muttered, "you were going to swim I" 

" To swim ! " said M. de B^vallan ; ** excuse me 
mademoiselle. In the first place, I am not in swimmino 
costume ; and then, I will confess that I don't know hov 
to swim." 

" If you don't know how to swim," the young girl 
replied, in a dry tone, "it matters little enough whethei 
you are in swimming costume or not." 

** Quite true," said M. de B6vallan, with an amusino 
calmness; "but you don't particularly insist on my being 
drowned, do youl You want your handkerchief; that 
is your object. As soon as I have attained it^ you will 
be satisfied ; isn't it so ?" 

" Very well, go !" said the young girl, resignedly; "go 
and cut your switch, sir." 

M. de B€vaUan, who is not easily put out of counte- 
nance, hereupon disappeared in an adjoining thicket^ 
where we heard for a moment the creaking of branches; 
then he returned, armed with a long nut-stem, which he 
began to strip of its leave& 

''You don't calculate on reaching the other bank 
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with that stick," said Mile. Marguerite, whose gaiety was 
plainly beginning to awake. * 

" Leave me alone — Cleave me alone, I beg !" said the 
imperturbable gentleman in reply. 

He was left alone ! He finished preparing his switch, 
and then walked towards the boat. We now understood 
that his plan was to cross the stream in the boat above 
the fall, and, when once on the other bank, to hai*poon the 
handkerchief which was at no great distance from it. 
At this discovery, there was nothing but a cry of indig- 
nation from the group; ladies being generally, as is 
knowi^ very fond of dangerous adventurea-for other 
people. 

^'A fine invention, indeed! Fie, fie, Monsieur de 
B6vallan !" 

"Gently, gently, ladies! It is like Christopher 
Columbus and the egg. The thing was to think of it J" 

And yet^ contrary to all expectation, this expedition, 
apparently so peaceful, was not to end without emotion, 
nor without danger. M. de B6vallan, in place of reaching ' 
the other bank directly opposite the little reces^ in which •. ,.. 
the boat was moored, conceived the unlucky idea of 
going down to some point nearer to the water£EdL He 
accordingly pushed the boat off into the middle of the 
current^ and then let it drift for a moment ; but he was 

K 
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not long in finding out that in the neighbourhood of the 
fall, the stream, as if attracted by the gulf and seized with 
^jfyriiiPiBg^ quickened its speed with an uneasy rapidity. 
We had a revelation of the danger in seeing him sud- 
denly turn the boat, and begin to ply the oars with 
feverish energy. He struggled against the turrent for 
some seconds with very doubtful success. Still, he was 
gradually nearing the opposite side, although the drifting 
of the bo^t continued to hurry him on with terrific impe- 
tuosity towards the Mis, the threatening din of which 
must have been filling his ears. He was now but a few 
feet fi*om the brink, when a tremendous efibrt carried 
him near enough to the shore for his safety, at least, to 
be secured. He then took a vigorous spring, and leapt 
on the slope of the bank, in spite of himself kicking away 
the abandoned boat, which was immediately upset over 
the ledge, and floated about the pool, keel uppermost. 

As loDg as the peiil lasted we had no other feeHng, 
in looking on the scene, than one of lively anxiety; but^ 
as soon as our minds were set at rest^ they were of 
oouxse vividly penetrated with the con^zast offered by the 
issue of the adventure to the usual coolness and assurance 
of him who was the hero of it. Moreover, laughter is as 
easy as it is natural after alarm has beoa successfully 
eahned down. Aceordingly, there was not one amongst us 
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who did not give way to unresffcrained mirth as soon as 
we saw M. de B6vaH^n out of the boat. It must be told 
how, at this very moment, his misfortune was completed 
by a truly afflicting circumstance. The bank for which 
he had made a leap offered a steep, wet, sloping surface ; 
he had no 'Sooner set foot on it than he slipped, and fell 
back again ; some strong branches were luckily within his 
reach, and he festened both hands on them with frenzy 
while his legs worked about like a pair of oars in the 
water (not, however, of any depth) which washed the bank. 
Every shadow of danger having now vanished, the sight 
of this struggle was simply laughable, and I suppose this 
cruel thought infused into M. de B^vallan's efforts an 
awkward haste, which delayed his success. He succeeded, 
however, in raising himself up and getting firesh foothold 
on the slope ; then suddenly we saw him slip again, tear- 
ing away the brambles, and he began once more, with 
evident despair, his irregular pantomime in the water. It 
was positively impossible to restrain oneself. MUe. Mar- 
guerite, I fancy, had never seen such fun. She had 
utterly lost any c^re about her dignity, and, like a nymph 
intoxicated with the juice of the grape, she filled the air 
with the outbursts of her almost convulsive joy. She 
clapped her hands together while she laughed, shouting, 
with a spasmodic voice, " Bravo ! bravo ! Monsieur de 

K 2 
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B^vallan I very pretty 1 delicious 1 picturesque ! SalTator 
Eosal" 

M. de B^vallau had, however, at length lifted himself 
upon firm ground, when he turned towards the ladies, 
and addressed them in a speech which the roar of the fall 
did not allow to be distinctly heard, but, by his animated 
gestures, by the descriptive movements of his arms, and 
by the awkward smile on his feu^e, we could understand 
that he was giving us an apologetic explanation of his 
disaster, 

** Yea, sir, yes," Mile. Marguerite replied, continuing 
to laugh with the implacable cruelty of a woman, '^it is 
an excellent success^ a very excellent success 1 Congra- 
tulate yourself on it." 

When she had become somewhat serious again, she 
asked me about the means of recovering the boat that 
had been upset, which, by the way, is the best in our 
flotilla. I promised to return the next day with some 
workmen, and preside over its rescue. Then we took our 
way gaily across the meadows in the direction of the 
ch&teau, while M. de B^vallan, not being in swimming 
costume, had to give up the idea of joining us again, and 
to hide himself, with a melancholy air, behind the rocks 
that skirt the other bank. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Augmt 20ih. 
At length this extraordinaiy soul has yielded up to me 
the secret of its tempests. Would she had kept it for ever ! 
For some days after the last scenes which I have' 
related, Mile. Marguerite, as if ashamed of the impulses 
of youth and freedom, to which she had for an instant 
yielded, had allowed to fall over her brow a thicker veil 
of sorrowful pride, defiance, and disdain* In the midst 
of the noisy pleasures, fites, and dances, which followed 
one another at the chateau, she glided like a shadow, 
indifferent, icy, and sometimes irritated Her irony 
attacked with inconceivable bitterness sometimes the 
piu:est enjoyments of the mind — ^those which spring from 
contemplation and study; ai^d sometimes even the noblest 
and most inviolable feeHngs. If any exhibition of cou- 
rage or virtue was mentioned before her, she would at 
once turn it over to expose its selfish side ; if one had the 
misfortune to light in her presence the smallest grain of 
incense on the altar of art, she would extinguish it wit^ 
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a back-Land blow. Her shorty dry, terrible laugh, "wbicli 
sat on her lips like the mockery of a fallen angel, was 
furiously withering against enthusiasm and passion the 
noblest &x;ulties of the human soul, wherever she saw a 
trace of them. This strange spirit of calumniation took, 
I noticed, a character of especial persecution and down- 
right hostility with regard to me. I did not understand, 
and do not yet very clearly understand, how I could have 
deserved these particular attentions; for, if it is true 
that I bear in my heart a firm religious belief in ideal 
and eternal things, one of which only death can deprive 
me— great God ! what should I have lefl^ if that were 
gone ! I am in no way inclined to public ecstacy, and 
my admiration, like my love, will never be an inoonve- 
nience to any one. But I in. vain observed, with more 
scrupulousness than ever, the kind modesty whieb befits 
true feeling. I gained nothing by it ; I was suspected 
of poetry. Bomantic chimeras were imputed to me^ for 
the pleasure of combating them; a ridiculous harp of 
some sort was put into my handa^ simply for the diversion 
of breaking its strings^ 

Although this war, declared against everything that 
rises above the material interests and dry realities of life, 
was no new feature in Mlla Marguerite's character, it 
was abruptly exaggerated and envenomed, so fiur as to 
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wound the hestrts whicli are most attached to the young 
girl. One daj Mile, de Pbrhoet^ tired out by this incessant 
sarcasm, said to her, before me, ^^ My darling, for some 
time there has been a devil in you, which you will do 
well to exorcise as soon as possible ; otherwise, you will 
end by making an unholy trio with Mme. Aubry and 
Mme. de Saint Cast ; I warn you plainly. For my own 
part, I don't pretend to be, or to have ever been, a very 
, romantic person, but I like to think that there still are in 
the world some souls capable of generous feeling ; I b^eve 
in disinterestedness, were it only in, my own ; I even 
believe in heroism, for I have known heroes. Moreover^ 
I take pleasure in hearing the little birds sing imder my 
hawthorn, and in building my cathedral in the douda 
as they float by. All that may be very absurd, my sweet 
child ; but I will venture to remind you that these illu- 
sions are the treasures of the poor, that monsieur and I 
have no other treasures^ and that we sxe singular enough 
not to complain about it." 

Another day, after enduring with my usual impassstbility 
Mile. Maiguerite's scarcely veiled sarcasms, her mother took 
me aside : ^'Monsieur Maxime," she said, "my daughter tor- 
ments you a little ; I beg you to excuse it. You must have 
remarked that her character has been changed for some 
time past." 
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^ Your daughter seems more abstraoted than usual'* 

" And not without reason, too ; she is on the point of 
inftTHng a very serious resolution, and it is a moment 
when a young girl's humour is tossed about by every breath 
of foUy." 

I bowed without replying. 

** You are now," Mme. Laroque continued, " a friend 
of the £unily ; in which capacity I shall be obliged if you 
will tell me what you think of M. B^vaUan." 

" M. de B^vallan, madame, has a very fine fortune, I 
believe ; a little less than yours, but a very fine one still ; 
about one hundred and fifty thousand francs a year." 

"Yes ; but what is your opinion of the man himself — 
of his character?" 

" Madame, M. de B6vallan is what is called a very 
polished gentleman. He does not want for sense, and 
passes for an upright man." 

** But do you think he will make my daughter happy?'* 

"I do not think he will make her unhappy; he is 
not of a bad disposition." 

" What on earth am I to do ? He does not please 
me at all, but he is the only one who does please Mar* 
guerite at all; and then there are so few men with a 
hundred and fifty thousand a year ! You can understajid 
that my daughter, fix)m her position, has not wanted for 
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suitors. For two or three years we have been literally 
besieged* Well, this must come to an end. I am ill, 
and may go off any day; my daughter would be left 
without any protection. And since this is a marriage 
which will satisfy all the requirements of society, and 
which the world will certainly approve o^ I should be to 
blame if I did not lend myself to it. I am accused 
already of suggesting romantic ideas to my daughter : the 
truth is, I suggest nothing to her. She has a will 
of her own. And now what do you advise me to 
do?" 

" Will you allow me to ask what is Mile, de Porhoet's 
opinion ? She is a person of great judgment and expe< 
rience. and is, besides, entirely devoted to you." 

" Ah, if I took Mile, de Porhoet's advice, I should 
send M. de B6vallan &r enough. But she speaks about 
it very much at her ea^e. When he is gone, it is not 
Mile, de Porhoet who wiU marry my daughter l" 

^In point of fortune, madame, M. de B^vallan is 
certainly an unusual match, it must not be disguised from 
you; and, if you rigorously demand a hundred thousand 
a year ^" 

<< But I don't demand a hundred thotisand francs a 
year, any more than a hundred sous, my dear sir. Only 
it doesn't concern me, it concerns my daughter. Well, I 
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can't give her to a mason, can I ? I shonld like well 
enough myself to be a mason's wife; but what would have 
made me happy, perhaps, would not make my daughter 
80. When I give her in marriage, I have to consult 
the opinion of the world, and not my own." 

''Well, madame, if this marriage suits you, and if it 
equally suits your daughter — —" 

'' But it does not ; it does not suit me, nor my daughter 
either ; it is a marriage — ^why, it is a marriage of con- 
veniencoy and that is all !'* 

''•Am I to imderstand that it is quite decided on ?** 

" No, for I am asking your advice. ^If it were so, my 
daughter would be calmer. It is this hesitation that 
upsets her, and then——" 

Mme. Laroque plunged into the shade of the Httle 
dome that surmoimtB her easy chair, aind added : " Have 
you any idea of what is going on in that unhappy brain f* 

" None whatever, madame." 

Her sparkling glance dwelt on me for a moment. She 
heaved a deep sigh, and said, in a gentle and sorrowful 
tone, " Go, sir, I will not detain you any longer*" 

The confidence with which I had just been honoured 
had caused me but little surprise. For some time it was 
evident that MUe. Marguerite was devoting to ]VL de 
B6vallan all the sympathy she could still retain for 
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humaiuty. These tokens^ neyartlieless^ were the appear- 
snoe of friendly preference rather than of passionate ten- 
derness. It nmstbe^ hotirever, owned that this preference 
admitted of an explanation. M. de B^vallan — ^whom I 
have never liked, and of whom I have given in these 
pages, in spite of myself a caricature rather than a por- 
trait— Hsombines the greatest niunber of the qualities and 
defects which usoally enlist the sympathies of women* 
Modesty is absolutely wanting to him ; bat that suits him 
wonderfully, for women do not like it. He has that 
witty, sarcastic, and calm assurance wliich nothing can 
intimidate^ which readily intimidates others, and which 
everywhere secores to a man who is endowed with it a ^ 
kind of role and an appearaiice of superiority. His taU 
figure, his lai^ features, his skill in physical exercises, 
his renown as a ste^le-chaser and hunter, lend him a 
mk.nly authority which imposes on the timid sex. Lastly, 
he has in his eyes a spirit of boldness^ of enterprise, and 
conquest^ which is not contradicted by his manners; 
which imposes upon women, and stirs up a secret ardour 
in their soula. It is right to add, that advantages of this 
kind have iaH value, in general, only with vulgar hearts; 
but Mile. MarguBite's hearty which I had at first been 
tempted, as is always the case, to rate as highly as her 
beauty, seemed to be making a display, this some ^^"^'^ 
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past, of sentiinents of a very inferior order; and I 
thought her qiiite capable of yielding, without resistance 
and without enthusiasm, with the passive coldness of a 
sluggish imagination, to the charms of this commonplace 
conqueror, and the subsequent yoke of a marriage of 
respectability; 

In all this it was highly necessary to come to a 
decision, and I did so more easily than I could have 
thought possible a month sooner, for I bad used all my 
courage to combat the first temptations to a love, of which 
good sense and honour equally disapproved; and she 
herself who^ without knowing it^ made this combat 
necessary, had, also without knowing it, powerfully aided 
me. If she had been unable to hide her beauty from me, 
she at least unveiled her soul, and my own at once half 
returned within itself, A trifling unhappiness, no doubt, 
to the young millionnaire, but a real happiness to me ! 

Meanwhile, I made a journey to Paris, whither I was 
called by Mma Laroque*s interests, and by my own. I 
came back two days ago, and, on my arrival at the ch&teau, 
I was told that old M. Laroque had been asking for me 
repeatedly since the morning. I hastened to his apart- 
ment. As he perceived me, a pale smile flitted over his 
withered cheeks; he fixed on me a look in which I 
thought I read an expression of malignant joy and secret 
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triumph, and then said to me in a dull, hollow voice, 
** Sir, Monsieur de Saint Cast is dead 1" 

This news, which the singular old man had insisted on 
giving me himself was correct. During the preceding 
night poor General de Saint Cast had been attacked with 
a fit of apoplexy, and in one hour he had been taken away 
from the wealthy and luxurious existence which he owed 
to Mme. de Saint Cast. Immediately the event was 
known in the ch&teau, Mme. Aubry had caused herself to 
be speedily conveyed to her friend's house; and these two 
companions, Doctor Desmarets told us, had passed the day 
in exchanging a whole string of original and striking 
ideas on death, the swiftness of its attacks, the impossi- 
bility of foreseeing or guarding against them, the useless- 
ness of regret, which will not bring the dead to life again, 
and on time as a consoler. After which they sat down to 
dinner, and recruited their strength very sweetly. " Come, 
eat, madame ; you must sustain yourself Crod wishes it," 
said Mme. Aubry. At dessert, Mme de Saint Cast had a 
bottle of some Spanish wine brought up, which the general 
used to adore, in consideration of which she begged Mme. 
Aubry to taste it. Mme. Aubry obstinately refusing to 
taste it alone, Mme. de Saint Cast let herself be persuaded 
that God also wished she should take a glass of Spanish 
wine and a crust. They did not drink the general's health. 
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Yesterday morning Mme. Laroque and her daughter, 
dressed in deep mourning, stepped into the carriage. I 
took a seat by them. We reached the little neighbouring^ 
town towards ten o'clock. While I attended the general's 
. funeral, these ladies joined with Mme. Aubiy to form ihe 
customary circle round the widow. The sad ceremony 
over, I returned to the house of mourning, and was 
ushered, with some friends of the family, into the cde- 
brated drawing-room, the furniture of which cost fifteen 
thousand francs. In the funereal half-li^t which 
reigned there, .1 distinguished, on a so& worth twelve 
hundred francs, the inconsolable shadow of Mme. de 
Saint Cast^ enveloped in much crape, of which we soon 
learned the price. By her side was Mme. Aubry, pre- 
senting an image of the greatest physical and moral 

weakness. Halfta-dozen relations and friends completed 

« 

the mournful group* While we were arranging oursdves 
in line at the other end of Hie room, there was a sound 
' of moving feet and creaking of the floor ; then a gloomy 
~ silence once more reigned in the mausoleum. Only from 
time to time there arose from the so&. a lamentable sigh, 
which Mme. Aubry immediately repeated like a £uthful 
echo. 

At length came in a young man, who had delayed a 
little in the street^ to take time to finish a cigar which 
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he had lighted on leaving the cemetery. As he glided * 
discreetly into our ranks, Mme. de Saint Cast saw him. 

"Is that you, Arthur?" she said in a voice like a 
breath. 

" Yes, aunt," said the young man, advancing like a 
vidette in front of our lines. 

"Well," returned the widow, in the same plaintive, 
diuwling tone, " is it over ? " • 

"Yes, aunt," was the answer given in a curt and 
deliberate tone, by the yoimg Arthur, who seemed to 
be a young fellow that was pretty well satisfied with 
himself. 

A pause followed, after which Mme. de Saint Cast 
drew from the depth of her 6oul this new series of ques- 
tions : " Did it go off well ?" 

" Very well, aunt, very welL" 

" Many people present 1 " 

" The whole town, aunt— ^e whole town." 

" The troops 1 " 

" Yes, aunt^ the whole^ixison and the band." 

Mme. de Saint Cast groaned audibly,' and then added, 
** The sappers I" 

*' The sappers, too, aunt, most aBsuredly." 

I do not know what it was in this last pircumstance 
that could so painfully lacerate Mme. de Saint CastV 
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heart) but she did not resist it; a sadden fainting fit, 
accompanied by an infemtile wailing, called around her 
all the resources of female sensibility, and gave us an 
opportunity to escape. I took good care, for my part, to 
profit by it. I could not endure to see that ridiculous 
harpy performing her hypocritical mummery over the 
giuve of the weak, but good and true, man, whose life 
she had embittered, and whose end she had probably 
hastened. 

A few minutes later, Mme. Laroque sent to propose 
to me to accompany her as &r as the fisirm-house at 
Langoat, situated five or six leagues fiuiher, in the direc- 
tion of the coast She calculated on going to dine there 
with her daughter. The fiumer's wife, who had been 
Mile. Mai^erite's nurse, is ill at present, and the ladies 
have for some time proposed giving her this mark of their 
interest We set out at two in the afternoon. It was 
one of the hottest days of this hot season. The open cur- 
tains let into the carriage the thick scorching effluvia 
which a burning sky spread abundantly over the parched 
moorland. 

The conversation sufifered from the languor of our 
minds. Mme. Laroque, who alleged she was in Paradise, 
and who had at length dispensed with her furs, remained 
buried in a quiet ecstacy. Mile. Marguerite played with 
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her fan, with Spanish gravity. While we ascended the 
endless hills of this country, we saw legions of small, 
silver-backed lizards swarming on the calcined rocks, and 
heard the continual cracking of the broom opening its 
ripe pods in the sun. 

In the middle of one of these laborious ascents a voice 
cried suddenly from the roadside, "Stop, if you please !" 
And a tall, bare-legged girl, holding a distaff in her hand, 
and wearing the antique costume and ducal cap of the 
peasants of the district, quickly crossed the ditch ; she 
upset some terrified sheep, whose shepherdess she seemed 
to be, settled herself on the step, and showed us, in the 
frame of the carriage-window, her brown, composed, and 
smiling fiice. " Excuse me, ladies," she said, in the short 
melodious accents which characterise the speech of the 
people of the country, " would you be so kind as to read 
me thati" And she drew from her bosom a letter, 
folded in the old fashion. 

"Bead it, sir," said Mme. Laroque, laughing, "and 
read it aloud, if it is possible." 

I took the letter, which was a love-letter. It was 
very minutely addressed to Mile. Christine Oyadec, 
borough of , commune of , ferm of — . The 
writing was that of a very uncultivated hand, but one 
that seemed sincere. The date proclaimed thf^ 
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Christme had reoeiyed the miBsiye two or three weeks 
before. Apparently, the poor girl, not being able to 
read, and not wishing to reveal her secret to the ridicule 
of her neighbours, had waited till some passing stranger, 
both benevolent and learned, should come and give her 
the key to the mystery which had lurked in her bosom 
for a fortnight. Her widely-opened, blue eye was fixed 
on me with a look of inexpressible eagerness, while I 
painfully deciphered the slanting lines of the letter, which 
was conceived in the following terms : — 

^ Mademoiselle, this is to tell you that since the day 
when we spoke together on the moor after vespers, my 
mind has not changed, and that I am anxiot^ to learn 
yours. My hearty mademoiselle^ is all yours, as I desire 
that yours should be all mine, and, if that is (the case, 
you may be y&j sure and certain that there is not a more 

loving soul on earth or in heaven than your &iend ^ 

who does not sign; but you know very well who, 
mademoiselle." 

" Why, you don't know whoy do you. Mademoiselle 
Christine T' said I, giving.her back the letter. 

^'Yery possibly," she said, showing her^hite teeth, 
and gravely shaking her young head, radiant with ha|^i> 
ness. "Thank you, ladies; and you, sir." She jumped 
down from the step^ and soon disappeared in the under- 
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wood, flinging towards the sky the joyous and sounding 
notes of a Breton song. 

Mme. Laroque had followed with evident delight all 
the details of this pastoral scene, which sweetly flattered 
her chimera ; she smiled — siie dreamed in the presence of 
that happy, bare-footed girl — she was charmed. Still, when 
Mile. Oyadec was out of sight, a strange idea suddenly 
came into Mme. Laroque^s thoughts. It was that, a^r all, 
she would not have done so much amiss to give the shep- 
herdess a five-franc piece, besides her admiration. 

"Alain !" she cried, "call her back !" 

"What for, mother?** said Mile. Marguerite, eagerly, 
who had hitherto seemed to pay no attention to the 
occurrence. 

"Why, my child, perhaps the girl does not understand 
altogether what pleasure I should find, and she herself 
ought to find, in running about bare-foot in the dust, 
in any case, I think it fitdi^ to leave her something to 
remember me by." 

" Money !" returned Mile. Marguerite. " Oh ! mother, 
don't do that! Don*t mix up money wii& the lihild's 
happiness V* 

This expTOsaon of a refined feeling, whidi x^^^^ 
Christine, by the way, would perhaps not have immensftly 
appreciated, did not fJEol to astonish me, coming £rom.the 
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mouth of Mile. Marguerite, who does not generally pique 
herself on this quin^ssence. I even thought that she was 
joking, although her face showed no inclination to merri- 
ment However that may be, her caprice, joke or no 
joke, was taken very seriously by her mother, and it was 
enthusiastically decided that the idyl should be left with 
its innocence and its bare feet. 

After the display of this fine trait, Mme. Laroque, 
evidently well pleased with herself sank back in smiling 
ecstacy, and Mile. Marguerite went on playing with her 
Ian with redoubled gravity. In another hour we reached 
the end of our journey. Like the majority of the ^rms 
in this country, where the heights and the table-land are 
covered with barren moors, the farm of Langoat is situated 
in the hollow of a'vaUey traversed by a water-course. 
The farmer's, wife, who was recovering her health, began 
without delay to prepare the dinner, for which we had 
taken care to bring the chief ingredients. It was served 
on the natural turf of a meadow, in the shade of au 
enormous chestnut. Mme. Laroque, though installed in 
a vastly inconvenient position on the cushions of the car- 
riage, looked none the less radiant. Our party, she said, 
reminded her of the groups of reapers we see in summer 
time, gathering under the shade of a hedge, and whose 
rustic banquets she could never contemplate without 
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envy. For my part, I might perhaps, imder other cir- 
cumstances, have found a singular sweetness in the close 
and easy intimacy which a repast on the grass, like all 
scenes of the kind, did not fail to establish between the 
guests ; but I thrust away, with painful feelings of 
self-restraint, a charm too liable to repentance, and 
the bread of this transient brotherhood seemed bitter 
to me. ' 

As we were finishing dinner, Mma Laroque said to 
me : " Have yon evfer been up yonder ? " and pointed 
to the summit of a very high hill that overlooked the 
plain. 

" No, madame." 

" Oh, that is a pity. There is a very fine view from 
it. You must see it. While they put to the horses, 
Marguerite will take you there ; ^ won't you, Mar- 
guerite ? " 

4 

" I, mother ? I have been there but once, and that a 
long time ago. But I shall easily find the way. Come, 
sir, and prepare for a rough climb." 

"We began at once. Mile. Marguerite and I, to ascend 
a very steep path that wound along the side of the 
mountain, passing here and there through a climip of 
trees. The young girl stopped from time to time, in 
her light and rapid ascent, to look if I was following. 
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and smiled at me withoat speakingy bein^ a Ctde (m^ 
of breathidih miming. On reaching tbe bare mooc,^ 
wliich formed the table land, I perceived at a little dis- 
tance a village cbnrch, the little belfry standin^f out wil^ ^ 
its square edges dear against the skj. ^' That is the 
place," said my young guide, walking more swiftilj. 
Behind the church was a walled church-yard/ Site opened 
the gate, and made her way with difficulty tlirough the 
tall grass and trailing brambles that eiKnunbered the 
field of repose, towaixis the extremity of it^ where there 
is a kind of semicircular arrangement of steps^ Two or * 
three steps, loosened by time, and very strangely oma- i 
mented by massive spheres, lead to a narrow platform of 
the same height as the wall ; a granite cross rises in the 
centre of the semicircle. 

Mile. Marguerite had no sooner reached the jpA&tioim 
and cast a look over the space thus revealed to her, than 
I saw her • place her hands obliquely above her eyes, as if 
she felt a sudden dizziness. I hastened ta join her. The 
beautiful day, now near its close, lighted up with its 
dying splendours a vast, strange, and sublime scene, 
which I shall never forget. Before us, and at an im- 
mense depth below our elevation, extended, as far as the 
eye could reach, a kind of marsh studded with shining 
spots, and presenting the appearance of a world not ^uite 
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abandtmed by a sobsidiiig dduge. lliis wide b&j came 
right nnder oar feet, into the heait of the h<^wed 
. monnt^iis. On. ihe ridges at nud and mod that sepa- 
rated the occataopal pot^ was a mii^;led gnnrth at reeds 
and marine graeaee, dyed iritii a tiioasand "tiwhy, all 
eqaall; sombre and yet distanct, which contrasted with 
the brilliant smftce of the watos. At each of its rapid 
steps towards the horizon, Uie snn ilhmiinated or plumed 
in shade some of the nnmberics lakes that Bpe<^ed the 
half dried-up bay. It seemed to be drawing from its 
heaven^ casket the most preciooa things — silver, gold, 
rubies, and diamonds — to make them sparkle in their 
turns OQ every point of the magnificent plain. When 
tJLe snn touched the bounds of its career, a vaporoos and 
watery band, whi^ skirted in the distance the extreme 
limit of the marshes, suddenly grew purple with the 
glare of a conflagration, and preserved for a moment the 
radiant transparence of a cloud furrowed by tiie thun- 
derbolt. I was irbolly absorbed in contei 
picture bo truly stamped with the Bivi 
and which was blended with the memory 
another ray of light, when a low and appi 
voice murmured near me, " O, God I how 
ia!" 

I was &r from expecting this sympathet 
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flame— I put it away, I hate it, I will none of it 1" She 
stopped, trembling with emotion ; then, in a lower tone, 
she added : " I have not sought this moment^ sir ; I have 
not weighed my words ; I had not intended all this con- 
fidence for jou; but I have at length spoken, and you 
know all ; and if I may ever haye wounded your feelingsf, 
I think you will forgiye me now." 

She gave me her hand As my lip touched that warm 
hand, still wet with tears, a mortal languor seemed to 
descend into my veins. As for Marguerite, she turned 
aside her head, fixed her eyes fi>r a moment on the 
darkened horizon, then, slowly descending the steps, said, 
«Letu8ga'* 
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OHAPTER XL 



August 2(Hh» 

A LONQEH bat easier road than the steep slope of the 
mountaiii brought us back to the fiumjards without a 
single word having been £^ken between us. Alas ! what 
could I haye said ? I was more liable to be suspected 
than another. ^ 

I felt that every word that fell from my too full heart 
would only have widened still further the distance that 
separates me from that overshadowed and adorable souL 

The night had now fallen, and took from our eyes any 
trace of our common emotion. We set out. Mme. La- 
roque, after again telling us of the pleasure which she 
carried away with her from this day, began to dream of 
it Mile. Marguerite, invisible and motionless in the 
thick shade of the carriage^ seemed asleep like her mother ; 
but whai a turn in the road allowed a ray of pale bright- 
ness to &11 on her, her open, fixed eye proved that she 

* 

was watching in silence^ alone with her inconsolable 
reflection. For my part, I can hardly tell what I thought : 
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a strange sensation, compounded of deep joy and deep ' 
bitterness, had taken entire possession of me, and I gave , 
myself up to it^ as we sometimes give ourselves up to a 
dream of which we are conscious, and of wliicli ^we have i 
not the strength to shake off tlie charm. . 

We reached home towards midnight. I got out of the 
carriage at the beginning of the avenue, in order to reach 
jny apartments by the shorter way across the paxik. As I 
was entering a dark path, a slight sound of steps and 
voices near me struck upon my ear, and I dimly distin- 
guished two shadows in the darkness. The hour inras la^ 
enough to justify the precaution which I took, of remain- 
ing concealed in the thick clump of trees, and observing 
these two nocturnal marauders. They passed slowly be- 
fore me. I recognised Mile. H^louin, leaning on M. de 
B^vallan's arm. Just then the roll of the carriage gave 
them the alarm, and, after a pressure of the hand, they 
parted hastily, Mile. H61ouin escaping in the direction of 
the chateau, and the other on the side of the wood. 

Returned to my room, and still full of this adventiiire, 
I asked myself angrily if I should allow M. de B6vallan 
freely to pursue his double-dealing in love matters, and to 
-Seek a bride and a mistress at the same time in the same 
-house. I am certainly too much a man of my age and 
times to feel the vigorous hatred of a Puritan for certain 
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weaknesses, and I have not the hjrpocrisy to affect it ; but 
I think that the freest and laxest morality on this point 
still admits of some degrees of dignity, elevation, and deli- 
cacy. People walk more or less straight in these bye-paths* 
After all, the excuse for love is loving ; and the senseless 
profusion of tenderness on M. de B^vallan's part took 
away all appearan9e of absorbing passion. Such loves 
cease to be fiiults; they have not enough moral value; 
they are nothing but the calculations and wagers of a 
stupid jockey. 

The various incidents of this evening standing side by 
side in my mind, proved satisfactorily to me how utterly 
unworthy this man was of the hand and heart which he 
dared to cevet. This union would be monstrous. And 
yet I soon felt that I could not, with the purpose of 
frustrating his designs, make use of the weapons which 
chance had just furnished to me. The best ends cannot 
justify vile meana^ and there is nothing honourable in any 
kind of tale-bearing. This marriage will take place, 
then ! Heaven will allow one of the noblest creatures it 
has ever formed to fall into the arms of this cold libertine ! 
It will permit this profimation ! Alas, it permits so many 
others ! 

I then sought to discover by what process of fiilse 

« 

reasoning this yoimg girl had chosen this man from 
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among alL I think I hit upon it. M. de B6vallan is 
Tery rich : he will bring a fortune almost equal to that 
which he will receive ; that seems a kind of guarantee : 
he could dispense with this increase of riches, and he is 
presumed to be more disintereBted than others, because he 
is less needy. A melancholy argument! What ineffiible 
distrust of man, to estimate characters by the degree of 
their venality ! Three quarters of the time greediness 
49well8 with wealth; and the poorest people are not the 
greatest beggars! 

But was there no . chance that Mile. IVlJaiguerite 
might be able to open her eyes of herself to the unworthi- 
ness of her choice, and to find, in some secret prompting 
of her own hearty the advice which it was forbidden me 
to suggest to her) Might there not suddenly spring up 
in that heart some new, unexpected feeling which should 
extinguish the vain conclusions of reason, and annihi- 
late them ? Was not this veiy feeling already bom there ? 
And had I not received irr^ragible proof of it? So 
many strange caprices, hesitations, combats^ and tearsy of 
which I had for some time been the occasion or the wit- 
ness, undoubtedly announced a reason that was wavering 
and far £rom master of itself. I was no longer sufficiently 
fresh to life to be unaware that a scene, like that of which 
chance made me on that very evening the confidant^ and 
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almost the aooomplioe— however nnpoEemeditated it may 
be— does not bmst forth in an atmo^here of indiffisrenoe. 
Sadi emotions and sach convnkioiis presaj^poBe two 
soTiLs already troubled by a kindred tempest, or aboat 
tobe sa 

Bat if it were trae, if she loved me, as it was already 
too certain that I loved her, I might say of this love as 
she said of her beaaty, ^Of what good is it?" For I 
<coald not h<^ that it would ev^: have strength enough 
to trimnph over the eternal mistrust which is the &iilt 
and the virtue of this noble girl — a mistrast, the insult 'of 
which my character, I venture to say, repels, but which 
my ^tuation, more than any other, is calculated to insptra 
Between this terrible gloom and the reserve that itiim* 
poses on me, what miiade could fill up the abyss ? And 
even should this miracle be interposed, should she condo- 
scend to offer me that hand for which I would give my 
life, but which I will never ask, would our union be 
happy? Shall I not have to fear, sooner or later, some 
dim revival of ill-repressed mistrust in that restiess 
imagination? Could I d^nd myself firtHn all painful 
afberthought in the midst of borrowed tiches ? Could I 
enjoy without uneasiness a love that was tainted by a 
benefit? Our part of jnotection towards women is so 
formally imposed on us by every feelii^ of honour that ^^ 
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cannot be inverted for a single moment, even in su. 
honesty, without some shade of doubt or suspicion being 
spread about us. In truth, riches are not so great an 
advantage that they can have nothing set against them in 
this world ; and I suppose that a man who brings to bis 
wife, in exchange for certain bags of gold, a name which he 
has made famous, eminent deserts, a high position, or a 
future, need not be overwhelmed with gratitude ; but us 
for me, my hands are empty, my future is no more than 
my present; of all the advantages which the world 
appreciates, I have but one— my title ; and I should be 
very determined not to bear it^ so that it might not be 
said it was the price of the bargaiiL In short, I should 
be receiving everything and giving nothing. A king may 
marry a shepherdess — ^it is generous and pleasing, and he 
may be safely congratulated on it ; but a shepherd who 
should allow himself to be married to a queen, that would 
not look quite so welL 

I have passed the whole night in revolving all these 
matters in my poor brain, and in seeking for a -conclusion 
which is yet to seek. Perhaps I ought without delay to 
leave this house and this country. Wisdom would have 
it so. All this can come to no good end. What moi-tal 
vexation we should ofben spare ourselves by a single 
uiinute^s courage and decision ! I ought, at any rate, to 
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be overwlielmed with sorrow; I never had so fine an 
opportunity. Well, I cannot do it ! In the depth of my 
confounded and tortured mind lies a thought which pre- 
vails over everything, and fills me with superhiunan 
gladness. My soul is as light as a bird of the air. I in^ 
cessantly see, I always shall see, that little churchyard, that 
distant sea^ that boundless horizon, and on that radiant 
summit that angel of beauty, bathed in divine tears ! I 
still feel her hand beneath my lip ; I feel her tears in my 
eyes — ^in my heart! I love her! Well, to-morrow, if 
need be, I will make a resolution. Till then, for God's 
sake, let me be left in quiet. It is long since I have 
abused happiness. It may be that I shall die of this love j 
I wish to live peacefully with it one whole day I 
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CHAPTER XIL 

That daj, that single day which I beson^ty was not 
giTeii to me. My short weakness had not long to wait 
for its expiation, which will be a long one. Sow had I 
foigotten itl In the moral, as ui the phjEical order, 
there are laws which we nerer transgress with impunity^ 
and whose certain effects form in this woild the perma- 
nent intervention of what we call Proyidence. A weak 
and great man, writing with an ahnost insensate hand the 
sentiments of a sage, said of those very passions wliic^ 
formed his wretchedness, his opprobrium, and his genius : 
'^ All passions are good, when you remain master of them ; 
all are bad, when you let them hold you in subjection." 
What is forbidden tis by nature, is to extend our attach- 
ments beyond our strength; what is forbidden us by 
reason, is to wish for what we cannot obtain ; what is 
forbidden us by conscience, is not to be tempted, but to 
let ourselves be overcome by temptation. To have pas- 
sions,, or not to have them, does not depend on us ; it 
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depends on us to govern them. All feelings of wldch we 
have the masteiy, are lawful ; all those which have the 
masteiy of us^ are criminal. 

Set thy heart only on the beauty which does not 
perish ; let thy condition limit thy desires ; let thy duties 
go before thy passions ; extend the law of necessity to 
moral things ; learn what may be taken away j&x)m thee j 
learn to leave all, when virtue bids it ! Yes, such is the 
law ; I knew it — I violated it— I am punished. Nothing 
more just. 

I had scarcely trusted myself among the clouds of this 
mad love, when I was violently hurled down, and I have 
hardly regained, after five days, the necessary courage to 
relate the almost ridiculous circumstances of my ML Mme. 
Laroque and her daughter had gone in the morning to 
pay a firesh visit to Mme. de Saint Cast, and then to 
bring back Mme. Aubry. I found Mile. H^louin alone 
at the chateau. I brought her a quarter's salaiy; for, 
though my duties leave me, in general, an entire stranger 
to the interior management and discipline of the house, 
the ladies desired, doubtless out of consideration for MUe. 
H^louin and for me, that her moneys and mine should be 
an exception, and be paid by my hand. The young lady 
was in the little boudoir adjoining the drawing-room. 
She received me with a pensive sweetness that touched 

At 2 
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me. I felt just thea that fulness of heart which, disposes 
one to trustfulness and kindness. I resolved, like a true 
Don Quixote, to extend a helping hand to the poor 
isolated girl. "Mademoiselle," I said, suddenly, "you 
have withdrawn your fiiendship fixMn me^ but mine has 
remained entirely true to you. Will you let me give you 
a proof of it 1 " 

She looked at me, and murmured a timid " Yes.' 
** Well, my poor child, you are mining yourselfl' 
She rose abruptly. "You saw me that night in the 
park?" she cried. 

" Yes, mademoiselle." 

She took a step towards me, and said, "Monsieur 
Maxime, I swear to you that I am an honest girl !'* 

" I believe it, mademoiselle ; but I am .bound to tell 
you that in this little romance, very ianocent^ doubtless, 
on your part, but perhaps less so on the other side, you 
are very seriously risking your honour and your peace. I 
beg you to think of it, and I beg you at the same time to 
be very well assured that no one, save yourself, sh^ ever 
hear a word on the subject from my mouth." 

I was going to withdraw : she sank on her knees near 
a sofa, and burst out sobbing, her forehead resting on my 
hand, which she had taken. I had but a short while since 
seen more touching and more worthy tears flow ; but stiU 
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I was moved. "Let us see, my dear young lady," I said; 
"it is not too late, is it?" She shook her head empha- 
tically. " Well, my dear child, take courage. We shall 
come out of it all right. What can I do for you 1 Tell 
me. Is there in this man's hands any pledge, any token, 
that I can demand of him for you ? Command my ser- 
vices as if I were your brother." 

She gave up my hand angrily. " Ah, how hard you 
are !" she said. " You speak of saving me ; it is you who 
are mining me ! After pretending to love me, you re- 
pelled me; you have driven me to humiliation and 
despair. You are the sole cause of whatever happens !" • 

"Mademoiselle, you are not just : I never pretended 
to love you ; I had a very sincere affection for you, which 
I still feeL I confess that your beauty, your wit, and 
your talents, give you a perfect right to expect from those 
who live near you something more than brotherly friend- 
ship ; but my position in the world, and the &mily duties 
that devolve on me, did not allow me to pass that limit 

• 

with you, without failing in uprightness. I tell you 
plainly I think you are charming, and I assure you that 
in restraining my feelings towards you within the bounds 
that my duty prescribed, I was not without merit. I see 
nothing so humiliating to you in that^ mademoiselle ; it 
might much more justly humiliate you to be very reso- 
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lately loved by a man who is very resolute not to marry 
yoQ* 

She gave me a malicious look. ''What do you know 
about it 1 All men are not fortune-hunters.*' 

''Ah! do you attribute to me seMsh and interested 
motives, MUe. H^louinl" I said, very calmly. "Tliat 
being the case, I have the honour to wish you good-bye.** 

"Monsieur Masdme !** she cried, suddenly rushing for- 
ward to stop me ; " forgive me ; have pity on me ! AJas ! 
understand me, I am so unhappy ! Picture to yourself 
what must be the thoughts of a poor creature like m^ 
cruelly endowed with a hearty a soul, an intellect, and 
who can only use them to suffer and to hate 1 What is 
my life ? what is my future % My life is the feeling of my 
poverty, continually strengthened by a^ the refinements 
of the luxury that surrounds me I My ftiture will be 
regret and bitter weeping some day, for even this life, 
this slave's life, odious as it is ! You speak of my youth, 
my wit, my talents. Ah, would that I had never had 
any other talent than that for breaking stones on the road ! 
I should be happier I My talents ! I shall have passed 
the best part of my life in adorning another woman with, 
them, that she might become beautiful, and yet more 
adorned and more insolent ! And when the purest of my 
blood shall have passed into the veins of this doll, she will 
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go away on the arm of a happy httsband, to take henc part 
in the fairest scenes of life; while I alone, old and 
neglected, shall go and die in some comer, with the pen- 
sion of a lady's maid. What have I done to Heaven, to 
destiny, tell me ? Why is it I, rather than these women ? 
Ajti I not as good as they are ? K I am bad, it is un- 
happiness, it is injustice that has ulcerated my sonL I 
was bom like them, perhaps more than they, to be good, 
loving, and charitable. Oh, benefits cost so little when 
one is rich, and benevolence is easy to those who ore 
happy 1 If I were in their place and they in mine, they, 
they would hate me — as I hate them ! You cannot love 
your masters I Ah ! what I tell you is horrible^ is it 
not 1 I know it well, and that is what imdoes me. I 
feel my abject position, and blush at it ; and I keep it I 
Alas ! you will despise me now more than ever, sir ; you 
whom I should have loved so much, if you had allowed 
it ! you who might have restored to me all that I have 
lost — ^hope, peace, goodness, self-respect I Ah ! there was 
a moment when I thought myself saved, when I had for 
the first time a thought of happiness, of a future, of pride. 
Unhappy that I am 1" She had seized my two hands; 
she bowed her head upon them, her long curls floating 
round it, and wept madly. 

" My dear child," I said to her, " I undei^stand better 
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than any one the annoyance and bitterness of your con- 
dition ; but let me tell you that you add to it greatly by 
cherishing in your heart the melancholy feelings which 
you have just expressed to me. All this is very ugly. I 
Tyill not conceal it fix)m you, and you will end by deserv- 
ing the full rigour of your destiny;, but come, your inia< 
gination exaggerates its rigour strangely. At preseni^ 
whatever you may say about it, you are treated here on 
the footing of a friend ; and I see nothing in the future 
to hinder you from leaving this house on the arm of a 
Lappy husband. As for myself I shall all my life be 
grateful to you for your affection ; but I wish to .tell you 
once more, for the last time on this subject, that I have 
duties that I cannot neglect, and I will not and cannot 
marry." 

She looked at me suddenly. " Not even Marguerite V* 
fihe said. 

" I do not see what Mile. Marguerite's name has to da 
Lore." 

She threw back with one hand her hair, which was 
overspreading her countenance, and stretching the other 
towards me with a menacing gesture, she said, in a. dull 
voice: "You love her! or rather you love her fortune; 
but you shall not have it !" 

"Mademoiselle H^louin I'* 
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"Ah," she continued, "you are pretty much of a child, 
if you thought to deceive a woman who had the madness 
to love you ! I can read your manoeuvres plainly; I warn 
you ! Besides, I know who you are. I was not far off 
ivhen Mile, de Porhocfc repeated to Mme. Laroquo your 
wily confidence ^*' 

"What ! you listen at doors, mademoiselle?" 

"I care little for your insults. Moreover, I will 
avenge myself, and that soon. Ah! you arc certainly 
very clever, Monsieur D*Hauterive, and I offer you my 
compliments upon it. You have played beautifully the 
little part of disinterestedness and reserve, that your 
fiiend Laub^pin did not fail to recommend to you when 
he sent you here. He knew with whom you had to do» 
He knew well enough the absurd mania of this beautiful 
girl ! You think you have already secured your prey, 
don't you? — some good millions, of which the source i» 
more or less pure, they say, but which would still do very 
well to put fresh plaster on a marquisate, and fresh gild- 
ing on an escutcheon. Well, you may give up the idea, 
from this moment ; for I swear that you shall not wear 
your mask another day ; and tliis is the hand that shall 
tear it off.'" 

"Mademoiselle H^louin, it is high time to put an end. 
to this scene, for we are bordering on the melodramatic* 
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You have made it a fair game for me to forestal you iu 
the field of tale-bearing aad calumny; but you can descend 
into it in full security, for I give you my word that I 
shall not follow you there. And so, your servant." 

I left the unhappy creature with a deep feeling of 
<lisgust, but also of pity. Although I had always sus- 
pected that the best-endowed organisation might, in the 
very proportion of its gifts, be irritated and distorted in 
the equivocal and mortifying position that Mile. H^louin 
liolds here, my imagination had not been able to sound 
the abyss of gall just opened before my eyes. Certainly, 
when you think of it> you can hardly conceive a kind of 
life that subjects a human soul to more venomous tempta- 
tions — ^that is more capable of developing and sharpening 
in the heart the covetousness of envy, of raising the 
revolt of pride at every moment, of exasperating all the 
natural vanities and jealousies of a woman. It cannot be 
doubted that the greatest number of the unhappy girls 
whose destitution of talents have set them apart for this 
employment) so honoured in itself, escape by the modera- 
tion of their feelings, or, with God's help, by the firmness 
of their principles, the lamentable emotions against which 
Mile. H^louin has not been able to secure herself; but 
the trial is terrible. For my own part, the thought had 
sometimes occurred jbo me that my sister might be des- 
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tined by our misforiones to enter some rich fionily as a 
governess; and I now took an oath, whatever fdture 
might be in store for xsa, rather to share with Helen, in 
the poorest ganrety the bitterest bread of toil, than ever 
to allow her to sit down at Ihe poisoned banquet of this 
wealthy and hatefdl servitude. 

Still, if I was firmly determined to leave a clear field 
to Mlla H^onin, and on no aooonnt to enter myself into 
the recriminations of a d^rading contest, I could not 
look without disquiet at the probable consequences of the 
war which had been declared against me. I was plainly 
threatened in everything where I am most sensitiye-in 
my love and in my honour. Possessed of the secret of 
my life and the secret of my hearty mingling truth and 
falsehood with the skill of her sex. Mile. H61ouin could 
easily present my conduct under a suspicious light, and 
turn against me the very precautions, the very instincts 
of my deUcacy, so as to lend to my simplest proceedings 
the colour of premeditated intrigue. It was impossible 
for nie to know exactly what turn h^r malevolence woidd 
take ; but I trusted in her, and was certain she would 
make no mistake in the choice of her means. She knew 
better than any one the weak points of the imaginations 
she wished to impresa She possessed over the minds of 
Mile. Marguerite and her mother the natural power of 
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dissimulation over frankness, of cunning over candour ; 
she enjoyed with tliem all the confidence that arises from 
long habit and daily intimacy, and her masters, as slie 
called them, were far from suspecting, under the exterior 
of graceful amiabiliiy and obsequious attention, in which 
she wraps herself with consummate art, the existence of 
the frenzied pride and ingratitude that are preying upon 
that wretched souL It was too probable that so sure and 
skilful a hand would pour its poison with full success into 
hearts thus prepared for it It is true Mile. H^louin 
might be afraid, in yielding to her resentment, of placing 
Mlla Marguerite's hand once more in that of M. de 
B^vallan, and of hastening forward a marriage that would 
be the ruin of her own ambition ; but I knew that a 
woman's hatred calculates nothing, and risks everything. 
I expected, then, the promptest and blindest vengeance 
on her part ; and I was right. 

I passed in painful anxiety the hours that I had in* 
tended for sweeter thoughts. All the poignancy that 
dependence can cause in a proud heart, all the bitterness 
that suspicion can create in an upright conscience, all the 
pain that contempt can cause in a loving heart — ^I felt it 
alL In my worst days my cup of adversity had never 
been more fulL Still, I tried to work as usual. Towards 
live o'clock I went to the chdteau. The ladies had re- 
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turned in the ailemoon. I fonnd in the drawing-room 
Mile. Marguerite, Mme. Aubry, and M. de B^vallan, with 
two or three passing guests. Mile. Marguerite seemed 
not to notice my presence ; she continued conversing with 
M. de B6vallan in an animated tone imusual to her. They 
were speaking of an extempore ball that was to take 
place that very evening at a neighbouring cl^teau. She 
was to go there with her mother, and she pressed M. de 
B^vallan to accompany them. He excused himself on the 
groimd that he had left home in the morning before 
receiving the invitation, and that his dress was not suit- 
able. Mile. Marguerite persisted with an affectionate, 
eager coquettishness, at which he himself seemed sur- 
prised ; and told him that he certainly still had time to 
go back home, dress, and return to take them. A nice 
little dinner should be kept for him. M de B6vallan 
objected that all his carriage-horses were ill, and that he 
could not come on horseback in ball-dress. "Well, 
then! " Mile. Marguerite retmned, "you shall be driven 
in the buggy." At the same time she, for the first time, 
tmned her eyes towards me, and covering me with a look 
in which I saw the thunderbolt breaking out, she said, in 
a short, commanding tone, "Monsieur Odiot, go and tell 
them to put-to the horse !" 

This servile order was so different from those usually 
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addressed to me here^ and £rom what] I may be thought 
disposed to obey, that the attention and coriosiiy of the 
most indifferent were immediatelj aroused. There was 
an embarrassed silence. M. de B6vallan cast an astonished 
glance on Mile. Marguerite, then stared at me, assumed a 
serious look^ and rose. If they looked for any liiad dis- 
play of anger, they were deceived. True, the insulting 
words which had just fidlen on my ear, £rom so beautiful, 
80 beloved, and so barbarous a mouth, had penetrated with 
the chill of death to the deepest fountains of my life ; and 
I doubt whether a bkde of steel, finding its way through 
my heart, would have caused me a worse s^isation : but I 
was never more calm. The bell which Mme. Laroque is 
in the habit of using to summon her attendants was on 
the table within my reach^ I pressed my finger on the 
spring. A servant entered ahnost immediately. I be- 
lieve I said to him : 

^ Mile. Marguerite has some orders to give you." 
At these words, which she heard in a kind of stupor, 
the young girl made a vehement sign in the negative with 
her head, and dismissed the servant. I made great haste 
to leave the room, for I was stifling there ; but I could 
not withdraw before the attitude of provocation which 
M. de Bevallan then assumed. 

^'Upon my word,^' he muttered, /^ this is something 
ery peculiar." 
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I pretended not to hear hinu Mile. Margaerite said 
two words abruptly to 1dm in a whisper. 

'' I bow to yonr wish, mademoiselle," he returned^ in 
a higher tone; ^'only allow me to express the regret 
which I feel at not having the right to interfere." 

I immediately rose. *^ Monsieur de £6vallan," I said, 
standing within two paces of him, *' that regret is quite 
superfluous, for, if I did not think it my duty to obey 
mademoiselle's orders, I am entirely at yours, and I shall 
await theuL" 

** Very well, sir, very well, nothing better," replied 
M. de BiSvallau, gracefully waving his hand to reassure 
the women. 

We bowed to each other, and I went out 

I dined alone in my tower, waited on as usual by poor 
Alain, whom the rumours of the servants' hall had doubt* 
less informed of what had taken place ; for he did not 
cease to fix upon me piteous looks, heaving deep sighs at 
intervals, and, contrary to his custom, keeping a gloomy 
silence. Only, in replying to my question, he informed 
me that the ladies had decided not to go to the ball that 
evening. 

My* brief repast over, I set my papers in a little order, 
and wrote a few words to M. Laub^pin* Under any cir 
cumstances, I recommended Helen to his care. The idei 
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of the neglect in wliich I shoold leare her, in case •:: 
accident, wounded my hearty withoat RhaViiiCT ^ the least ii 
the world my immoTable principles. I may be wion^ 
but* I have always thought that, in our modem sociei7 
honour is at the top of the whole hierarchy of duties. T 
supplies the place^ now-ardays, of so many halfobliteraie^ 
-virtues in men's consciences, so many half-dead belief ; r. 
plays, in the present condition of society, so mui^ dir 
part of a guardian deiiy, that it will never enter my miBi 
to weaken its rights, to discuss its decrees^ or to lower m 
obligations. Honour, in its indefinite character, is some- 
thing superior to law and morality ; we do not reason r. 
out — we feel it. It is a religion. If we no longer acknow- 
ledge the obligations of the cross^ let us acknowledge tbe 
obligations of honour ! 

Moreover, there is no feeling deeply planted in the 
human soul that is not sanctioned by reason, if you think 
of it Better at all hazards is a daughter or a wife alone 
in the world, than protected by a brother or a husband 
dishonoured. 

I was every moment expecting a message £nom M de 
Bevallan. I was preparing to call upon the collector of 
the borough, who is a young officer wounded in the 
Crimea, and to ask his aid, when some one knocked at 
my door. It was M. de B^vaUan himself who came in. 
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His countenance expressed, with a slight shade of embar- 
rassment, a sort of open, joyful good humour. 

" Sir," he said, while I looked at him with evident 
surprise, "this is a somewhat irregular proceeding ; but, 
upon my word, I have seen service which, thank Heaven ! 
puts my courage above suspicion. On the other hand, 
I have occasion to feel this evening a happiness which 
leaves no room for hostility or rancour. Lastly, I am 
obeying orders which must now be more sacred to me 
than ever. In shorty I come to give you my hand.' 

I bowed gravely, an4 took his hand. 

"Now," said he, taking a seat, " here I am, very much 
at my ease to discharge the duties of my embassy. Mile. 
Marguerite, sir, just now, in a moment of abstraction, 
gave you some instructions which certainly were humi- 
liating in your position. Your feelings were very justly 
hurt, we acknowledge ; and the ladies have charged me to 
make you accept their regret. They would be in despair 
if this momentary mistake should deprive them of your 
good offices, of which they appreciate' the full value, and 
should dissolve a relation on which they set an infinite 
price. For myself, sir, I have this evening acquired, to 
my great joy, the right to join my request to that of the 
ladies; the wishes I long ago formed have just been 
gratified, and I shall be personally obliged to you if you 

N 
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would not mingle with the happy reooUections of this 
evening the memory of a separation which would be at 
(moe prejudicial and painfol to the &mily into which I 
have the honour to enter." 

^ Sir/' said I, ^ I cannot but be very sensible to the 
testimony which you are so good as to give me, in the 
name of those ladies and in your own. You will foi^ve 
me if I do not at once reply by a formal determination, 
which would require more fi:«edom of mind than I can 
yet feel." 

^' You wiU at least allow me,** said M. de B^vallan, 
** to carry away a good hopa Come, sir, as the opportu- 
nity now offers, let us break for ever any shadow of cool* 
ness that may have existed between us. For my own 
part, I am strongly disposed that way. In the first place,. 
Hme. Laroque, though without giving up a secret that 
does not belong to her, has not left me unaware that the 
most honourable circumstanoeB are concealed under the 
species of mystery with which you surround yoursel£ 
Then I owe you gratitude on my own account; I know 
that you were recently consulted on the subject of my * 
pretensions to the hand of MUa Laroque, and that I can 
flatter myself on your estimate of me.*' 

" Indeed^ sir, I do not think I have deserved—" 

"Oh! I know," he returned, laughing^ ''that you were 
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not insanely fluent in my favonr; but at any rate you 
did me no harm. I even admit that you gare proof of 
true sagacity. You said that if Mile. Marguerite would 
not be absolutely happy with me, she would not be un- 
happy either. Now, the prophet Daniel could not have 
spoken better. The fact is, tluit the dear child would not 
be absolutely happy with any one, because she could not 
And in the whole world a husband who would speak to 
her in verse from morning to night. There are none 
such ! I am not a man of that calibre, any more than 
another, I admit; but — as you, in fact, did me the 
honour to say — ^I am an upright man. When we know 
each other better, you wHl have no doubt of it. I 
am not a wicked rakej I am a good sort of fellow. 
I have my &ults, I know ; above all, I have had them ! 
I have loved pretty women — there, I cannot deny it I 
But what of that ? that is a proof that one has a good 
heart. Besides, I am now in port; and I am de- 
lighted at it ; because — ^between ourselves — ^I was begin- 
ning to grow a little rusty. In shorty for the future I 
will think ci nothing but my wife and children. There- 
fore, I conclude with you, that Marguerite will be per- 
fectly happy — ^that is to say, as much as she can be in this 
world, with a head like hers ; for I am sure I shall be 
most accommodating; I shall refuse her nothing, and 

h2 
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even anticipate her wishes. But if she were to ask me 
for the moon and stars, I cannot go and hook them down 
to please her — ^the thing is impossible ! And so, my dear 
fidend, your hand once more !" 

I gave it to him. He rose. *• There, I hope you will 
stay with us now. Come, clear that forehead of yours a 
little. We will make your life as agreeable as can be ; 
but, deuce take it, you must help a little! You derire 
pleasure from your sadness. You Uve, if you will allow 
me the expression, exactly like an owL You are a kind 
of rata avis that one never sees ! Shake off this, come I 
You are young, and a handsome fellow; you have wit 
and talents. Turn all these things to advantage. Come, 
why should you not pay some court to little H61ouin? 
It would amuse you. She is agreeable, and would do 
very welL But, by Jove ! I am somewhat forgetting 
my promotion to high dignities! Well, good-bye. 
Monsieur Maxime ; we shall see you to-morrow, shall we 
not 1" 

" To-morrow, certainly.'* 

And this upright man — ^who, on liis side, is a kind of 
^ara avis that one often sees — left me to my reflections^ 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

Ccioher let, 
A SINGULAR occurrence ! Altliougli its consequences havo 
been hitherto ^one of the happiest, it has done me good. 
After the rude blow had been struck, I remained as if 
stunned with grief This has at least restored me to the 
feeling of existence, and, for the fii*st time in three long 
weeks, I have the courage to open. these sheets^ and take 
up my pen again. 

Every satisfaction being given me, I thought I had no 
longer any cause to throw up, at least abruptly, a position 
with advantages that, after all, are necessary to me, and 
for which I should have great difficulty in finding au 
eqtiivalent at a day's notice. The prospect of the merely 
personal sufferings which remained to be met, and which 
I had, moreover, brought on myself by my own weakness, 
could not authorise me to flee from duties in which my 
own interests are not the ones concerned. Besides, I did 
not mean Mile. Marguerite to be able to interpret my 
sudden retreat as vexation at losing a rich match, and L 
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made it a point of Lononr to show an impassable front, 
even tc the steps of the altar; as for mj heart, I was 
resolved she should not see that Briefly, I contented 
myself with writing word to M. Lanb^pin that certain 
aspects of my situation might at any moment become 
nnendimible, and that I was eagerly desirous for some 
less highly-paid and more independent employment 

The next day I presented myself at the rh&teaa^ 
where M. de B^vallan welcomed me cordially. I sainted 
the ladies as naturally as I could. Of course there was 
no explanatiaiL Mme. LaiY)que seemed to me agitated 
and pensive ; Mlla Marguerite a little excited still, but 
polite. As for Mile. H^ouin, she was very pal^ and 
kept her eyes bent on her embroidery. The poor girl had 
not cause to congratulate herself excessively on the fing^T 
result of her diplomacy. True, she tried firom time to 
time to dart at the triumphant M. de B^vallan a look foil 
of disdain and threatening; but in that stormy atmo- 
sphere^ which would have completely flurried a novice, 
M. de B^vallan breathed, moved, and flew about with the 
most perfect composure. This supreme self-commaDd 
evidently irritated MUa H61ouin, but at the same time it 
subdued her. Still, but for the risk of ruining hers^ 
together with her accomplice, I do not doubt she would 
have done him immediately, and with more justice, a service 
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similar to that with which she had obliged me the day 
before; but it was probable that, by yielding to her 
jealous rage and confessing her ungrateful duplicity, she 
would only ruin herself, and she had sense enough to see 
it. M. de B^vallau, in fact, was not the man to have 
pushed an affair with her, without reserving for himself a 
strict defence, which he would use with merciless coolness. 
Mile. Hdlouin might say to herself with truth that they 
had yesterday believed, on her bare word, her otherwise 
lying accusations ; but she was not unaware that a lie 
which flatters or wounds the heart, finds credence more 
readily than a truth that is a matter of indifference. She 
resigned herself therefore, not, I suppose, without feeling 
bitterly that the weapons of treason sometimes turn 
against the hand that uses them. 

Throughout that and the following days I was sub- 
jected i» a kind of torture which I had foreseen, but of 
which I had not been able to calculate all the bitter 
details. The marriage was fiixed to take place in a month. 
All the preparations had to be made in haste and without 
delay. Mme. Ptevost's bouquets came regularly every 
morning. The laces, stufls, and jewels then flowed in, 
and were exhibited every evening in the drawing-room 
before the eyes of busy and jealous friends. I was obliged 
to give my opinion and advice on everything. Mile. 
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Marguerite asked for them with a sort of cruel affectation. 
I obeyed with a good grace ; then returned to my tower, 
and taking from a secret drawer the little torn handker- 
chief that I had saved at the penl of my life, I wiped my 
eyes with it. Still this weakness ! But what can I do ? 
I love her! Treachery, enmity, irreparable misunder- 
standings, her pride and my own, separate us for ever. 
Be it so ! But nothing shall hinder my heart from being 
full of her in life and deatL 

Meanwhile, a mocking demon whispered in my ear, 
that^ according to all the foresight of human wisdom. 
Marguerite would find more peace and read happiness ia 
the moderate friendship of a reasonable husband, than she 
could have met with in the passionate attachment of the 
romantic lover. Is it^ then, true ? Is it, then, possible ? 
I do not believe it ! She will have peace. Good ! But^ 
after all, peace is not the most important ingredient, of 
life — ^not the highest symbol of happiness. If absence of 
suffering and petrifaction of the heart sufficed to make a 
man happy, too many people would be happy who do not 
deserve it. By dint of prosaic reasoning, we come at 
last to slander our Maker, and. to degrade His work. 
Heaven gives peace to the dead, passion to the living. 
Yes, there is in lif^ by the side of the vulgarity of 
common and daily interests^ - from which I am not 
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childisli enoiigli to pretend to escape, there is poetry 
allowed. What do I say 1 allowed ! — commanded is the 
word I It is the part of the soul that is endowed with 
immortality. This soid must of necessity feel itself and 
arouse itself at times, even by transports that go be- 
yond reality — even by aspirations that go beyond 
possibility — even by tempests or by tears. Yes, there 
is a suffering more valuable than happiness, or, rather, 
which is happiness itself — ^the suffering of a living creature 
which knows all the troubles of the heart and all the 
phantasms of the brain, and shares in these noble tortures 
with a stead&st heart and kindred thoughts ! There lies 
the romance, which every one has the right, and, to speak 
plainly, the duty, to work out in his life, if he bears the 
name of man, and wishes to prove liis claim to it To 
return : This much-boasted peace itself the poor child 

will not possess. The marriage of two sluggish hearts and 
two frozen imaginations may beget the repose of annihila- 
tion ; but the union of life and death cannot be maintained 
without horrible constraint and perpetual laceration. 

In the midst of this internal misery, which redoubled 
in intensity every day, I found a little relief only with 
my pooif and aged Mend, Mile, de Porhoet She did not 
know, or pretended not to know, the state of my heart; 
but^ in veiled allusions, perhaps unintended, she passed 
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lightly over mj bleeding wounds the delicate and skil&il 
hands of a woman. There is, moreover, in that soul, living 
emblem as it is of sacrifice and resignation, and already 
seeming to hover above the earth, a seclusion, a calmness, 
and a gentle firmness, which communicated themselves to 
me. It made me understand her harmless mania, and 
even join in it with a sorfc of childishness. Leaning over 
my sketch-book, I shut myself up with her for long hours 
in her cathedral, and I breathed in it for a moment the 
vague odours of an ideal seroniiy. 

Nevertheless, as the fatal time drew near. Mile. Mar> 
guerite lost the feverish vivacity which had seemed to 
animate her firom the day on which the marriage had been 
definitively arranged. She fell back, at least now and then, 
into her old familiar attitude of passive indolence and 
gloomy dreaming. I even caught her looks once or twice 
fixed on me with a kind of unusual perplexity. Mme. 
Laroque, on her part, often looked at me with an air of 
disquiet and indecision, as if she at the same time wished 
and feared to enter on some painful subject of conversa* 
tion with me. The day before yesterday I happened to 
be alone with her in the drawing-room, Mile. H61ouin 
having suddenly gone out to give some order. The dn- 
difierent talk, in which we W6re engaged, ceased in a 
moment^ as if by a secret agreement ; after a short silence 
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Mme. Laroque said to me, in a searching tone : '^You 
place your confidences veiy badly, sir 1" 

'^My confidences, madame! I cannot understand 
yotL Apart from Mile, de Porhoct, no one here has 
rec^ved finom me the shadow of a confidence." 

" Alas !'* she returned, " I wish to think so, I do think 
so ; but that is not enough i" 

At that moment MUe. H61ouin came back, and the 
conversation dropped. 

The following day, yesterday, I had gone out riding in 
the morning, to overlook the cutting of some wood in the 
neighbourhood. Towards four in the afternoon I was 
returning in the direction of the ch&teau, when, at an 
abrupt turn in the road, I found myself suddenly &ce to 
face with Mile. Marguerite. She was alone. I was 
going to pass her with a bow ; but she stopped her horse» 

^ A fine autumnal day, sir," she said. 

" Yes, mademoiselle. Are you going for a ride 1 " 

^ You see I am. I am using my last days of inde* 
pendence, and even abusing them, for I feel a little em- 
barrassed by my loneliness. But Alain was wanted 
yonder. My poor Mervyn is lama You will not take 
his place, perhaps ?" 

" With pleasure. Where are you going ?" 

**Why, I had an idea of going so fitr as Elven 
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tower." She pointed out with the end of her whip a 
misiy hill-top that rose on the right of the road. ** I 
think," she added, "you have never made the pil- 
grimage 9*' 

** Never. I have often been tempted, but have always 
put it ofl^ I don't know why." 

" Well, that is lucky; but it is ah'eady late, and we 
must make haste a little^ if you please." 

I turned my bridle, and we set off at a gallop. 

While we were riding, I sought to account for this 
unexpected wliim, which did not Ml to look rather pre- 
meditated. I supposed that time and reflection might 
have weakened in Mile. Marguerite's mind the first im- 
pression of the slanders by which she had been troubled. 
Apparently, she had at last conceived some doubts as to 
the veracity of Mile. H61ouin, and had profited by the 
opportunity to offer me, imder a disguised form, a sort of 
reparation that might be due to me. 

Amid the reflections which then crowded upon me, I 
attached little importance to the particular end which we 
proposed to ourselves in that strange ride. Still, I had 
often heard this Elven tower mentioned as one of the 
most interesting ruins in the country, and I had never 
travelled over either of the two roads leading to the sea 
from Bennes and Jocelyn, without contemplating with an 
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eager eye the undefined mass that is seen rising up in the 
midst of those distant moors like a stone set on end ; but 
time and opportunity to go there had been wanting. 

The village of Elven, which we passed through at a 
somewhat gentler pace, gives a truly striking picture of 
what a borough might have been in the middle ages. The 
form of the low, gloomy houses had not altered for five or 
six centuries. You think you are dreaming when you 
see, through the arched openings without any frames that 
serve for windows, those groups of wild-eyed women, in 
sculpturesque costume, spinning with the distaff in the 
shade, and talking in low tones in an unknown tongue. 
It seems as if these grizzly spectres had just left their 
tombstones, to enact together some scene of another age^ 
of which you are the only living witness. It causey a 
kind of oppressed feeling. The small amount of life that 
is to be seen around you in the only street of the town 
wears the same stamp of antiqtdty and strangeness^ faith- 
fully preserved from a vanished world. 

At a little distance from Elven we took a bye-path, 
which led us to the top of a barren hill. From it we 
distinctly saw, though still at a considerable distance, the 
feudal colossus, overtopping a wooded height in front of 
US. The moor, on which we were, inclined, with a 
pretty stiff descent, towards marshy meadows ^ dar ted hj 
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thick brashwood. We desceaded its other side, and. 
floon in the woods. 

Here we followed a narrow causeway, the loose axid 
ragged pavement of which nmsfc have rung again tmd€r 
the tramp of iron-shod horses. I had foi^ sonie time ceased 
to see Elven tower, the position of which I could, no longer 
even conjectore, when suddenly it disclosed itself cmt of the 
foliage, and rose within two paces of ns with the saddo^ 
ness of an apparition. This tower is not in rains ; it still 
preserves its original height^ more than a hundred &et^ 
and the regular courses of granite which compoBe lis 
magnificent octagonal form, give it the look of a formid- 
able block cut out but yesterday, by the purest chisd. 
There is nothing more imposing, more proud, and more 
gloomy, than this old keep, unaffected by the lapse of 
ages, and isolated in the depth of these woods. Trees 
have grown to their fcdl height in the deep recesses that 
surround it^ and their tops scarcely touch the sills of the 
lowest windows. This gigantic vegetation, in which Uie 
base of the building is embedded and lost^ completes its 
air of fantastic mystery. In that solitude, in the midst 
of those forests, in firont of that suddenly-rising mass of 
strange architecture, it is impossible to help thinking of 
those enchanted towers, in which beautiful princesses 
sleep a sleep of ages. 



OB, THE BOMANCE OF A POOB T0X7KG MAN. 207 

^'XTp to this day," said Mlla Marguerite, to whom I 
tried to convey this impresdon, "this is all I have seen; 
but^ if you are anxious to awake the princess, we can go 
in. So far as I know, there is always a shepherd or 
shepherdess in the neighbourhood, who is provided — ^he 
or she^ as the case may be — ^with a key. Let us &sten 
our horses yonder, and set to work to look, you for the 
shepherd, and I for the shepherdess.'* 

G^e horses were stationed in an indosure near the 
ruin, and MUe. Marguerite and I parted for a moment, to 
beat up the neighbourhood, as it were. We had the 
annoyance of finding neither shepherd nor shepherdess. 
Our desire to see the inside of the tower naturally in- 
creased with all the attraction of forbidden fruit, and we 
crossed at a venture a bridge thrown over the moat.. To 
our lively satis&ction, the massive door of the keep was 
not £u3tened : we had only to push it^ in order to enter a 
nahrow, dork, rubbish-covered hovel, which might have 
served formerly as a guard-house; thence we passed into 
a vast hall of almost circular shape^ the fireplace still 
showing on an escutcheon the bezants of the Crusades ; a 
large window opening before us, and ttaversed by the 
symbolical crosa deanly cut out in the stone, gave a fiill 
light in the lower r^on of the indosure, while the eye 
lost itself in the uncertain shadow of the high, open 
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ardies. At the sound of our steps, a flock of unseen 
birds flew away out of the gloom, and shook down on our 
heads the dust of ages. Ascending the granite fliags, which 
are arranged in steps on each side of the wall, we could 
have glanced outside at the depth of the moat and the 
mined portions of the stronghold, but we had observed, 
on coming in, the first steps of a staircase in the thickness 
of the wall, and we felt a childish eagerness to push our 
disooYeries further. We undertook the ascent. I began 
the march, and MUe. Marguerite followed me courage- 
ouslj, managing her long skirts as well as she could. 
From the height of the roof the view is vast and delight- 
ful. The sweet tints of twilight were just touching the 
ocean of foliage, half gilded by the autumn, the dark 
marshes, the green expanses of tur^ the slopes tKat 
blended with one another on the horizon, where they 
mingled and succeeded each other before our eyes until 
they were lost in the extreme distance. In the presence of 
this graceful, melancholy, and boundless landscape, we felt 
the peace of solitude, the stillness of evening, the melan- 
choly of time past^ all sinking together, like a potent charm, 
into our spirits a£d our hearts. What could be .added to this 
charm, for me at least, by the presence of an adored being, 
all who have loved can understand. That hour of contem- 
plation we enjoyed in common, of emotions shared between 
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US, of pure, deep pleasure, was doubtless the last that was 
to be given me to live near her and with her, and I clung 
to it with a sensitiveness almost painfiiUy violent. For 
Marguerite, I know not what went on within her : she 
was seated on the edge of the parapet, looldng into the 
distance, and was silent. I heard only the slightly quick- 
ened drawing of her breath. 

I could not say how many moments thus glided away. 
When the vapours became thick upon the low-lying 
meadows, and the j^rthest horizon began to fade in the 
growing shadow. Marguerite rose. ** Let us go," she said 
in a half whisper, as if the curtain had fallen on a drama 
that had touched her ; " it is over 1 " Then she began to- 
go down the staircase, and I followed her. 

When we would have left the keep, great was our 
surprise to find the door fast. Apparently, the young 
guardian, unaware of our presence, had turned the key 
while we were on the roof Our first impression was one 
of merriment. The tower was really an enchanted tower. 
I made some vigorous efforts to break the spell ; but the 
enormous bolt of the old lock was firmly shot into the 
gi*anite, and I had to give up the attempt to loosen it. I 
then directed my attacks against the door itself; but tho 
.massive hinges, and oak panel plated with iron, opposed 
the most unconquerable resistance. Two or three laxge 
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stones that I found in the rabbish, and dashed against the 
obstacle^ only shook tho archway, and loosened some frag- 
ments, which came tumbling at my feet. MUe. Mar- 
guerite would not let me continue an attempt that was 
evidently hopeless, and that was not unattended with 
danger. I then ran to the window, and shouted several 
times for help ; but no one answered. For ten minutes I 
repeated my shouts every instant^ with the same want oi 
success. At ^e same time we hastily took advantage oi 
the last gleams of daylight^ to explore minutely the whole 
interior of the keep ; but, apart from this door, which was 
as a wall against us, and the large window, separated from 
the moat by an abyss of nearly thirty feet^ we oould find 
no outlet. 

Meanwhile, night had fallen over the country, and 
darkness had invaded the old tower. ' Only a few rays of 
the moon penetrated into the depth of the window, and 
cast a slanting white light over the stone steps. Mlla 
Marguerite, who had gradually lost all appearance oi 
miiihfulness, ceased even to reply to the more or less 
probable conjectures with which I tried to beguile her 
anxiety. While she remained silent and motionless in 
the shade, I was seated in a fiill light on the step nearest 
the window, and from that position I made signals of 
distress at intervals ; but, to tell the truth, in projwrtion 
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• 

as the success of my efforts Ijecame more uncertam, I felt 
myself seized by a feeling of irresistible joy. I saw, in 
&.ct, suddenly realised for me the most constant, the most 
impossible dream of lovers ; I was shut up in the depth 
of a desert and in the closest solitude with the woman I 
loved ! For long hours there would be none but she and 
myself in the world — ^no life but hers and mine ! I 
thought of all the tokens of gentle protection, of tender 
respect, which it would be my right and my duty to lavish 
upon her. I imagined to myself her terrors appeased, her 
trustfulness, her slumber. I said to myself, with deep 
delight, that this happy night, if it could not give me the 
love of this dear creature^ would at least secure me for 
ever her most imshaken esteem. 

As I was giving myself up, with all the selfishness of 
passion, to my secret ecstaey, of which some reflection, 
perhaps, was depicted on my countenance, I was suddenly 
aroused by these woi-ds, addressed to me ia a dull voice, 
and with a tone of affected calmness : '' Monsieur le Mar- 
quis d'Hauterive, have there been many villains in your 
fitmily before yon ?" 

I rose up, and immediately fell back again on the 
stone flag, fixing a stupid gaze on the darkness, through 
which I saw dimly the outline of the young girl. One> 
single idea occurred to nw— a terrible one : it was that; 

JO 2 
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fear and vexation were disordering her brain — ^tliat^ slie 
was going mad. 

" Marguerite !" I cried, without even knowing that I 
spoke. The word, no doubt, completed her irritation. 

Good heavens," she cried, *'how odious he is ! 
What a villain he is ! Yes, I repeat it, a villain !" 

The truth began to dawn on my mind. I went down 
a step, and said, coldly, "Well, what is the matter 1" 

" It is you ! " she said, with abrupt vehemence, " it is 
you who have paid tliis man — or boy, I do not know 
which — ^to imprison us in this wretched tower. To- 
morrow I shall be ruined, dishonoured in public opinion, 
and I shall no longer be able to belong to any but you. 
That is your calculation, is it not ? But I promise you it 
shall not succeed, any more than the rest. Tou know me 
yet very imperfectly, if you think that I would not prefer 
dishonour, the cloister, death, anything, to the degrada- 
tion of linking my hand, my life to yours ! And even 
should your infamous trick succeed, should I have the 
weakness — as I assuredly shall not — ^to give you my 
person, and, what touches you more nearly — ^my fortune, 
in exchange for this stroke of cunning, what sort of man 
can you be^ of what slime are you made, to be willing to 
have a wife and a fortime acquired at that price? Ah ! 
thank me, sir, thank me for not yielding to your wishes. 
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Your wishes are imprudent, believe me ; for, if ever shame 
and public derision threw me into your arms, I should 
have such contempt for you that it would crush your 
heart ! Yes, were it as hard and icy as these stones, I 
would draw blood from it — I would fetch tears from it !" 
" Mademoiselle," I said, with all the calmness I could 
command, "I beseech you to collect yourself. I de- 
clare, upon my honour, that you are insulting me. Be 
pleased to think of it. Your suspicions rest on no proba« 
bility. I have had no possible way of preparing this 
treachery of which you accuse me^ and, even had I, how 
have I ever given you the right to think me capable 

of it r 

" Everything I know of you gives n^e the right,*' she 
said, slashing the air with her whip. " I must tell you, once 
for all, what I have too long had in my mind. What waa 
your object in coming to our house under an assumed name 
and character ? We were happy and in peace, my mothez 
and I. You have brought us trouble, anxiety, and vexa- 
tions that we did not know before. To attain your end, 
to repair the breaches of your fortune, you have insinuated 
yourself into our confidence you have trampled under 
foot our repose, you have played with our purest, truest^ 
most sacred feelings, you have bruised and broken our 
hearts without mercy. That is what you have done, or 
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wished to do, it matters little which I Well, I am pro- 
foundly weary and sore under all this, I tell you ! And 
when at this moment you offer me the security of youi 
honour as a gentleman, which has already ]>ennitted you 
so much unworthiness, I have a right not to beHeve it, 
and I do not believe it !" 

I was beside myself; I grasped her hands in the vio- 
lent transport that carried me away : ^^ Marguerite ! my 
poor child ; listen to me ! I love you, it is true, and never 
entered into man's heart a love more holy, more disin- 
terested, or mcfce ardent! But you too, you love me. 
You love me, unhappy girl, and you are killing me! 
You speak of a bruised and broken heart : ah, what are 
you doing to mine ! Yet it belongs to you ; I give it up 
to you. But as for my honour, I keep it : it is intact ! 
and, before long, I will compel you to acknowledge it 
And on ^ihat- honour I swear to you, that,* if I die, you 
will weep for me ; and that, if I live, nover — all-adored 
as you are — were you even on your knees before me — 
never will I marry you, unless you are as poor as I, or I 
as rich as you ! And now, pray, pray; ask Grod for mira^ 
eles, for it is time!" 

I then pushed her abruptly away from the recess of 
the window, and rushed to the topmost steins; I had 
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formed a dosperate project, wMch I immediately put in 
oxecution with the hastiness of downright insanity. As 
I have said, the tops of the beeches and oaks, which grew 
in the moat round the tower, rose to the level of the 
window. With the help of my twisted whip, I drew to- 
wai*ds me the extremities of the nearest boughs, caught 
them at hazard, and let myself go into the air. I heard 
above my head my name, "Maxime!** suddenly uttered 
with a piercing shriek. The branches to which I clung 
bent all their length towards thie abyss ; then there was 
an ominous crack, they snapped with my weight, and I 
fell roughly on the ground. 

I suppose the rotten character of the soil deadened 
the violence of the shock, for I felt myself alive, though 
wounded. One of my arms had struck against the sloping 
masonry of the fsice of the wall, and I felt so sharp a pain 
that my heart sank within me. I was stunned for a mo- 
ment. I was aroused by the distracted voice of Mar- 
guerite, crying, " Maxime ! Maxime ! for pity, for mercy's 
sake ! In the name of Heaven, speak to mo, and forgive me ! " 

I rose, and saw her in the arch of the window, in tbe 
midst of a gleam of pallid light, her head bare, her hair 
falling loosely, her hands clasped on the bar of the cross, 
her eyes eagerly fixed on the dark precipice. 
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** Fear nothing," I said; **I am not hurt. Only be 
patient an hour or two. Give me time to go to tlie 
chateau — it is the safest plan. Be sure that I will keep 
your secret, and save your honbur, as I have just saved 
my own.'* 

I got out of the moat with difficulty, and went to find 
my horse. I used my handkerchief to tie up my left arm, 
-which was no longer of any use, and gave me a good deal 
of pain. Thanks to the brightness of the nighty I easily 
found the way back In an hour I reached the chS,teau. 
They told me that Doctor DesQiarets was in the drawing- 
room. I hastened to go there, and foimd him with a 
dozen people, whose faces betokened their condition of 
anxiety and alarm. '< Doctor," said I, gaily, as I entered 
the room, ^ my horse has just taken fright at his shadow, 
r.nd thrown me on the road ; I am afraid my left arm is 
dislocated. Will you look at it V* 

*' "What, dislocated!" said M. Desmarets, after untying 
the handkerchief; "why, it is regularly broken, my poor 
boy!" 

Mme. Laroque uttered a slight cry, and came towaids 
me. "Why, it is an evening of accidents," she said* 

I feigned stuprise. "What else is the matter?" I 
cried 



OB, THE BOMANCE OF A POOR YOUXG MAX. 217 

" Oh, heavens ! I am afraid some accident has hap* 
pened to my daughter. She went away on horseback at 
three o'clock; it is now eight, and she is not yet' re- 
turned." 

** Mademoiselle Marguerite ! why, I met her—-'* 

"What! where? at what time? Pardon me, sir; it 
is a mother's selfishness." 

"Why, I met her towards five o'clock on the road ; 
we passed. She told me she thought of riding as far as 
Elven tower." 

" Elven tower ! She must be lost in the woods. Some 
one must go promptly. Let orders be given." 

M. de Bevallan immediately ordered horses. I affected 
at first a wish to join the company in their search ; but 
Mme. Laroque and the doctor forbade it strenuously, and 
I easily let myself be persuaded to go to bed, which, t^ 
tell the truth, was what I greatly needed. M. Desmarets^ 
after applying the first dressing to my wound, went away 
in a carriage with Mme. Laroque, who was to wait in 
Elven for the result of the search M. de Bevallan would 
make in the neighbourhood of the i;ower. 

It was about ten o'clock, when Alain came to tell me 
that Mile. Marguerite was found. He told me the story 
of her imprisonment, without omitting any circumstancca^ 
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except, of course, those whiclt the young girl and I aJom 
were to know. The story was soon confirmed, by the 
doctor, then by Mme. Laroque herself who came l>oth in. 
succession to pay me a visit ; and I had the satis&ction of 
seeing that no suspicion of the exact truth had entered 
into any of their minds. 

I passed the whole night in acting over s*^rsxTn to 
myself with the most tiresome perseverance, and ^tb the 
oddest complications of dream and fever, my dangerous 
leap from the height of the window of the keep. I could 
not get Used to it. At every moment the sensation of 
the empty space rose in my throat, and I awoke out of 
breath. At last came day and cahned me. At eight 
o'clock I saw Mile; de Porhoet come in; she installed 
herself by my pillow, with her knitting in her hand. 
She did th^ honours of my room to the visitors, who 
kei^t coming all day. Mme. Laroque came the first afler 
my aged friend As she held with a prolonged pressure 
the hand I stretched out to her, I saw two tears glistening 
on her cheeks. Has she received a commuiucation fix>m 
her daughter ? 

Mile, de Porhoet informed me that old M. Laroque 
had taken to his bed yesterday. He had a slight attack ' 
of paralysis. To-day he cannot speak, and his state causes 
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anxiety. It has been decided to hasten the marriage. 
M. Laub6pin has been sent for from Paris ; he is expected 
to-morrow, and the settlements are to be signed the day 
after, under his management. 

I have been able to sit up for some hours this evening; 
but, if I am to believe M. Desmarets, I have done wrong 
in writing, with my fever, and I am a great ass. 



i 
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CHAPTER XV. 

October ^rd. 
It socms really as if a malignant power was tasked tc 
invent the strangefet and most cmel trials^ to propose them 
in turns to mj conscience and my heart 

M. Laub^pin not having arrived this morning, Mme. 
Loroque sent to ask me for some particulars which she 
wanted for the arrangement of the preliminaries of the 
marriage settlement, which, as I said, is to be signed to- 
morrow. As I am condemned to keep my room for a» 
few days yet> I begged Mme. Laroque to send me the 
title deeds and private documents which are in her &ther- 
in-law's possession, that I might settle the difficulties that 
were stated to me. They immediately sent up to me two 
or three drawers full of papers, which'had been secretly 
carried away from M. Laroque's study ; advantage being 
taken of a time when the old man was asleep, for he has 
always shown himself very jealous of his private archives. 
In the first paper which I opened, my family name,, 
several times repeated, caught my eye suddenly, and 
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excited my curiosity irresistibly. Hero is the literal text 
of the document : — 

"TO MY CHILDREN. 

" The name which I bequeath to you, and to which I 
have done hoi^iour, is not jny own. My father's name 
was Savage. He was an overseer on a plantation of some 
size in the island of St Lucia (then a French island), 
which belonged to a rich and noble Dauphin^ family 
called Champcey d'Hauterive. In 1793 my father died, 
and I inherited, though still young, the confidence which 
the Champceys had reposed in him. Towards the close 
of that fatal year, the Antilles were taken by the enemy, 
or were given up to them by the insurgent colonists- 
The Marquis de Champcoy d'Hauterive (Jacques Au- 
guste), not yet proscribed by the Convention, then com- 
manded the frigate * Thetis,' which had cruised in those 
waters for three years. A pretty large number of French 
colonists throughout tlie Antilles had contrived to turn 
their property into money, as it was threatened daily. 
They had arranged with Commandant d*Hauterive to 
organise a flotilla of light transports, in which they had 
embarked their possessions, and which was to undertake 
the voyage back to France, imder the protection of the 
guns of the ' Thetis.' I had long ago, in anticipation of 
impending disasters, received orders myself to sell, at any 
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tlie purchase of an armed brig. For fifteen years I 
waslied with the blood of the English and my own the 
stain I had iiifiicted, in an hour of weakness,* on my coun- 
try's flag. Although my present fortune has, more than 
three-fourths of it, been won in glorious combats, the 
origin of it was none other than I hare said. 

" Ketumed to France in my old age, I inquired into 
the position of the Champcey d'Hauterive family ; it was 
a happy and wealthy position. I continued to hold my 
peace. May my children forgive me ! I have not been 
able to find courage, during my life, to blush before them; 
but my death must deliver my secret to them, and they 
will use it according to the dictates of their consciences. 
For myself, I have but one request to make of them ; — 
sooner or later, there must arise between France and her • 
opposite neighbour a war of extermination ; our hatred 
of one another is so deep-seated, that the fatal collision 
cannot long be delayed. We must either devour the 
English, or they must devour us. If the war should 
bi-eak out during the lifetime of my children or my grand- 
children, I wish them to present the State with a vessel 
of war, armed and manned, upon the sole condition that 
the vessel be named * The Savage,' and tliat a native of 
Brittany be appointed to command her. Every time sho 
shall make a successful descent upon that Punic coast, the 
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shores of Great BritoiD, my bones will thrill with joy in 
niy grava 

<<BiCHA£D Savage, called Laboque.' 



»> 



The recollections suddenly awakened in my mind by 
reading this terrible confession confirmed its correctness. 
I had heard my father a score of times tell, with mingled 
pride and bitterness, the episode in my grandfather's life 
here alluded to. Only it was believed in my family 
that Bichard Savage, whose name was familiar to my 
mind, was the victim, and not the furtherer, of the treach- 
ery or chance which gave up the commander of the 
*Th6tis.' 

I could now account for the singularities that had often 
struck me in the old sailor's character, and particularly 
his pensive and timid bearing before me. My Either 
always told me that I was the living portrait of my grand- 
father, the Marquis Jacques, and doubtless some glimpse 
of the likeness from time to time pierced through the old 
man's clouded brain, even to his imeasy conscience. 

No sooner was I possessed of this revelation, than I 
fell into a terrible perplexity. I could not, as far as I 
was concerned, feel more than a feeble resentment against 
this imfortunate man, the defect in whose moral sense had 
been atoned for by a long life's repentance, and by a pas- 
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sionate despair and hatred, which were not lacking in 
grandeur. I could not even contemplate without a sort 
of admiration the fierce breath which still animated the 
lines, traced by that culpable but heroic hand. Still, what 
was I to do with this terrible secret ? The first thing 
that struck me was, that it destroyed any obstacle be- 
tween Marguerite and me, that henceforth this fortune 
which had kept us apart would be almost a bond of obli- 
gation between us, since I alone, of all the world, could 
give her a legal title to it^ by sharing it with her. In 
reality, this secret was not mine, and though the most 
innocent chance had revealed it to me, strict integrity 
perhaps required that I should let it await its time in 
the hands of those for whom it was intended; but 
what? meanwhile that which was irreparable would 
be accomplished I An indissoluble knot would be tied I 
The tomb would close for ever over my love^ my 
hopes, my inconsolable heart ! And should I allow this, 
when I could stay it by a single word ? And these poor 
women themselves, when the &tal truth should one day 
put them to the blush, would they share my regrets and 
my despair ? They would be the first to say to me : "If 
you knew it, why did you not speak ]" 

Well I no ! not to-day, nor to-morrow, nor ever, as &r 
as I am concerned, shall those two noble foreheads blush 

9 
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with Bhame, and I will not purchase happiness at the 
price of their humiliation. This secret, which belongs 
only to me, which the old man himself now mute for 
ever, can no longer betray — ^this secret has ceased to 
exist: the flames have devoured it. 

I thought it over welL I knew what it was I ventured 
to da It was a testament, a deed, and I destroyed it. Be- 
sides, it would not have advantaged me only. My sister, 
intrusted to my care, might have found a fortune in it; 
and, without consulting her, I have with my own hand 
plunged her back into poverty. I know all that ; but 
two pure, lofty, and proud souls will not be crushed and 
withered under the burden of a crime that was unknown 
to them. A principle of equity was involved, which 
seemed to me superior to the mere letter of justice. If I 
have committed a crime in my turn, I will answer for it ! 
But this struggle has ground me to powder; I can no 
morel 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Ociober Wi, 
M. Laubefot has at length arrived. He came yesterday 
evening to shake hands with me. He was abstracted, 
abrupt^ dissatisfied. He spoke briefly of the marriage which 
was afoot. " Very saccessful operation," he said ; " very 
laudable combination on aU accounts ; nature and society 
both receive the securities they have a right to demand on 
6uch an occasion. Whereupon, young man, I wish you a 
good night, and I shall set about clearing the delicate 
ground of the preliminaries, so. that the car of these 
interesting hymeneals may reach its journey's end without 
jolting." 

There waa a gathering in the drawing-room at one 
o'clock this aftemoony amid the customary preparations 
and company, to proceed to signing the settlements. I 
conld not be present at this ceremony, and blessed my 
wound that spared me that torture. I was writing to my 
little Helen, to whom I strive more than ever to devote 
uy whole soul, when, towards three o'clock, M. Laub^pin 

p2 
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and IVnie. de Porhoet walked into my room. M. Laub^pin, 
in his frequent visits to Laroqne, had learned to appre- 
ciate the virtues of my venerable Mend ; and there has 
long existed between these two old people a platonic and 
respectful attachment, the character of which Dr. Des< 
marets in vain strives to misrepresent. After an exchange 
of ceremonies, endless bowing and curtseying, they took 
the seats which I brought them, and both began to con- 
template me with an air of serious bliss. ''Well," said 
I, "is it over 1" 

" It is over 1" they replied in unison* 

"Did it go off well r 

** Very well," said MUe. de Porhoet 

"Excellently well," M. Laub^pin added. Then, aftar 
a pause, " The S^vallan is gone to grieC*' 

"And the young H^ouin on the same road,*' con- 
tinued Mile, de Porhoet. 

I uttered a cry of surprise. 

"Good heavens! what does that meant** 

" My friend," said M. Laub^pin, "the projected tmion 
offered all the advantages that could be desired, and would 
no doubt have secured the joint happiness of the parties 
to it^ were marriage a purely commercial partnership ; but 
it is not so. My duty, when my assistance was called in 
on this interesting occasion, was therefore to regard 
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the inclinaiaon of their hearts, and tlie suitability of tkeir 
characters, no less than the proportion of their fortunes. 
Now, I thought I observed, from the first, that the nup- 
tials in preparation had the awkwardness of not exactly 
pleasing anybody; neither my excellent friend, Mmc. 
Laroque, nor the amiable bride, nor th,e most enlightened 
friends of those ladies ; in short, no one, unless, perhaps, 
it may please the bridegroom, about whom I do but little 
care. It is true (and I am indebted for this remark to 
Mile, de Porhoet), it is true, I say, that the bridegroom 
is a gentleman.*' 

^ Ought to be ! if you please !" was the abrupt inter- 
ruption of Mile, de Porhoet. 

^ Ought to be a gentleman," M. Laub^pin resumed ; 
"but he is a kind of 'ought to be' gentleman that does 
not suit me." 

"Nor me either," said MUe. de Porhoet "It was 
fellows of that stamp— unmannerly grooms like this man 
—whom we saw in the last centuiy, under the lead 
of the Duke of Chartres, paving the way for the Revo- 
lution." 

" Oh I if they had only paved the way for the Revolu- 
tion," said M. Laub^pin, sententiously, "one could foigive 
them." 

" Excuse me, my dear sir ; but pray speak for your* 
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self! However, that is not tlie question.^ Be so good as 
to go oil" 

''WeD, then/' continiied M. Laub^pin, ^'seeing tliat 
every one was going to this wedding as if to a fonera!, I 
sought for some means, at once honourable and legale if 
not to return to M. de B^vallan his promise, at least to 
induce him to take it back. The step was aQ the more 
allowable, as, in my absence, M. de S^vallan had taken 
advantage of the inexperience of my excellent friend, 
Mme. Laroque, and of the pliability of my colleague in 
the adjoining town, to secure himself exorbitant advan- 
tages. Without departing from the letter of the stipu- 
lations, I succeeded in sensibly modifying the spirit of 
them. Still, honour and the promise given imposed 
limits upon me, which I could not overstep. The settle- 
ments, after all, remained still quite advantageous enough 
for a man of some loftiness of soul, and animated with 
true tenderness, to accept them with confidenca Would 
M. de B^vallan be the man ? We had to run the risk of 
it. I confess it was not without emotion that I began 
this morning, before our imposing audience, to read the 
irrevocable deed." 

"As for me," MUa de Porhoet broke in^ " I had not 
a drop of blood in my veins. The first part, of the deed 
was so advantageous to the enemy, that I thought all was 
'lost." 
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" No doubt, mademoiselle ; but, as vre augurs say, the 
poison is in the tail — in caudd venenum. It was amusing, 
my Mend, to see M. de B^vallan's £tce, and the face oi 
my colleague of Bennes, who was present, when I sud- 
denly unmasked my batteries. At frst they looked at 
each other in silence, then whispered in each other's ears, 
and at Ia«t rose, and coming to the table before which I 
was seated, asked me in a low tone for explanations. 

" 'Speak up, if you please, gentlemen,' said I; *we 
must have no mystery here. What do you want ?* 

** The public was beginning to listen. M. de B^vallan, 
without raising his Toice, incdnuated to me that the deed 
was a work of mistrust. 

" 'A work of mistrust, sir !' I replied, in the highest 
tone of my organ. * What do you mean by that ? Is it 
at Mme. Laroque, at me, or at my colleague here, that 
you aim this strange imputation V 

***HuBhl silence! no noise!' said the notary of 
Bennes, in his discreetest tone ; 4et us see ; it was agreed 
on at first that the lad/s property shoidd not be settled 
on herself' 

** * Not settled on herself sir? And where do you see 
any mention of its being settled on herself 1 ' 

<* < Come, my colleague, you know very well you are 
effecting your object by a subterfuge.' 

" * A subterfufije, my colleague ? Allow me, as your 
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I 

aenkri to penaade yoa to erase t&at word £rom y^ 

Tocabokxy.* | 

''^BiiVM. de B^TaUaa muttered, 'my "heaids are vii 
en evtsrj ode ; I am.tzeated like a little boj^* ' 

** * Wbat^ sir ! What are we at this moment doiif 
aooor^iig to yoaf Is this a maniage settJement cri 
wiU t Yoa foiget that Mme. Laroqiie is living HiBthB 
£Uhflr 18 UTiiig^ that yoa are marrying sir, and net ii: 
heritiiig — not yet^ sir ; a little patieac^ what In the nanx 
offrte!* 

« At these words Mile. Maigaerite rose. 'Enon^ot 
thifl^ IL Laab^pin,* she said; 'throw that deed into tite 
fire. Mother, have monsieai^s presents retomed to him.' 
And she left the room with the step of an insolted queen. 
Mme Laroqae followed hen At the same time J hmled 
the deed into the fireplace. 

^ 'Sir/ said M. de B^yallan, in a threatening tone^ 
'that is a raancBavre of which I well know the secret !" 

* 'Sir, I will tell it yon,' I replied. * A yoong lady, 
'who respects herself with a jost pride^ had conceiyed a 
iear that your attentions were addressed only to her for- 
tone; she has no longer any doabt of it I have the 
honoar to wish you good-day T 

** Thereupon, my Mend, I went to join the two kdies^ 
who actually threw their arms around my neck ! A 
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) eax ^'qtiarter of aa honr later M. de B^vallan lefb the cliateati 

with my colleague from Eennes. His departure and dis- 

unaJTS^^^i^ had the inevitable effect of unloosing against him 

.^^jQJfjiall the servants' tongues, and his shameless intrigue with 

g ^ ^: Mile. H^louin soon came to light. That young lady, 

_^f already for some time an object of suspicion on other 

^g^jt accounts, tendered the resignation of her situation, and it 

^^; was not refused her. It is imnecessary to add that the 

^^. ladies hare secured an honourable livelihood for her. 

Well, my boy, what have you to say to all that ? You 

; are not sorry for it, surely? Tou are as pale as a 

The truth iff, that this unexpected news stirred up so 
^- xoany emotions, both happy and pain^ in my breast^ 
^ that I felt on the poiat of losing consciousness. 

M. Laub^pin, who is to go away at daybreak to- 
morrow, came again this evening to say good-bye to me. 
^ After a few embarrassed words on both sides, he said, 
^ ** Come now, my dear child, I will not question you as to 
^ what is going on here ; but^ if you should happen to need 
^ ' confidential advice^ I would ask you to come first to me." 
^ In truth, I could not unburden myself to a more 

Mendly or more trusty heart. I gave the worthy old 
I man a detailed account of all the circumstances since my 
coming to the chiiteau that have marked my intercourse 
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-with MUe. Marguerite. I even read Iiim some pa^es of 
this jonmal, to give to him a more exact idea of the 
character of this intercourse^ and also of the state of in j 
mind. With the exception only of the secret that I had 
discovered the day before in M. Laroque's archives, I hid 
nothing from him. 

When I had ended, M. Laub^pin, whose forehead had 
for a moment looked very thoughtful, spoke in his turn — 
^It is useless to disguise from you, my friend," he said, 
^that, 'in sending you here, I looked forward to a union 
between you and MUe. Laroque. At first, everything 
succeeded as well as I could wish. Your two hearts^ 
which, in my opinion, are worthy of each other, could not 
meet without understanding each other ; but that strange 
event on the romantic theatre of Elven tower comfdetely 
disconcerts me, I confess. What in the name of fate ! mj 
Mend, to jump down from the window, at the risk of 
breaking your neck, was' quite sufficient proo^ allow me 
to tell you, of your disinterestedness ; it was very super- 
fluous to add to that honourable and delicate proceeding 
a solemn oath never to marry the poor child, unless 
under conditions that can never be realised. I boost 
myself to be a man of resources, but I acknowledge 
myself entirely incapable of giving you two hundred thou- 
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sand francs a year, or of taking them aw^ay j&'om Mile* 
Xaroque!" 

*^ Well, sir, advise ma I have more confidence in you 
than in myself, for I feel that my reduced circumstances, 
always liable to breed a suspicious temper, may^iaye irri- 
tated to an excess the sensitiveness of my honour. Speak. 
Do you authorise me to forget the indiscreet^ but still 
solemn oath, which is now all, I believe^ that separates 
me from the happiness you dreamed of for your adopted 
son?" 

M. Laub^pin rose ; his thick eyebrows contracted over 
his eyes, he paced the room with long strides for several 
minutes ; then, stopping before me and grasping my hand 
strongly, he said : " Young man, it is true I love you as 
my Own child ; but, should your heart break, and mine 
after it> I will not tamper with my principles. It is 
better to go too fax than to stop short in honour ; and of 
oaths, all that are not exacted at the point of the knife, 
or at the muzzle of the pistol, ought either not to be 
taken, or ought to be observed. That is my opinion." 

" And mine too. I will go with you to-morrow." 

** No, Maxime, stay here some time longer. I do not 
believe in miracles, but I believe in GJod, who seldom lets 
us perish by our virtues. Let us give Providence some 
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ocmitige^ Imt laakitfoniiaDjof jciorfiieiiddiq^ I^ini 
jnonth, you do not hear torn me, wdl, yoa eui tiicn go.'* 
He embraced me^ and left me with tnaqisBJ&cjhtmj 
conadenoa and desolation in mj aooL 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

October 12M. 
It is two days since I was sufficiently recovered to leave my 
retirement^ and visit the chateau. I had not had a chance- 
of seeing Mile. Marguerite since the moment we parted 
at Elven tower. She was alone in the drawing-roont 
when I entered ; on recognising me she made an involun* 
tary movement, as if to rise ; then she remained motion* 
less, and her countenance was suddenly dyed a becoming- 
purple. It was contagious, for I felt that I, too, blushed 
up to the eyes. 

" How do you do, sir ?" she said, giving me her hand; 
and she uttered these simple words in a tone so gentle 
and humble — so tender, alas 1— that I coidd have wished 
to throw myself on my knees before her. But I wa» 
obliged to reply to her in a tone of cold politeness. She 
looked at me sorrowfully, then lowered her large eye9 
with a resigned air, and resumed her work. 

Almost at that moment her mother sent for her to go to 
her grand&ther, whose state was becomijig veiy alanuingp 
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For seTeral days he had been unable to speak or to 
move ; paralysis had got almost the entire mastery of hixn. 
The last gleams of mental activity were extinct ; sensation 
and pain alone remained. They coidd not doubt that the 
old man's death was at hand, but life was too strongly 

« 

entrenched in that energetic heart to leave it without 
an obstinate struggle. The doctor had predicted that the 
conflict would be a long one. Still, at the first.appearance 
of danger, Mme. laroque .and her daughter had lavished 
their attentions and watchings with the passionate self- 
denial and the unreserved devotedness which are the 
peculiar virtue and gloiy of their sex. In the evening of 
the day before yesterday, they had succumbed to weari- 
ness and feverishness, and Dr. Desmarets and I offered to 
take their places beside M. Laroque during the ensuing 
night. They consented to take a few hours' rest. The 
doctor, who waa himself very weary, soon told me he was 
going to liedown cm a bed in the room adjoining.- ^lam 
no good here^'* he said ; ''all is over. Tou see he doesn't 
even suffer any longer, poor man! it is a ccmditioa of 
stupor that is quite painlesiL Awakening from it will 
be death. So we can make ourselves easy. If you notice 
any change, call me; but I don't think any chai^ win 
take place before the morning. Meanwhile I am really 
Minting with sleepiness !" He gave a loud yawn, and 
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went out of the roonL His language, in the presence of 
the dying man, shocked me. He is an excellent man, 
nevertheless ; but to pay death the respect which is its 
due, we must not only see the senseless matter which it 
destroys^ but we must believe in the imdying principle 
which it sets free. 

Left alone in the chamber of death, I took a seat near 
the foot of the bed, from which the curtains had been 
turned back, and tried to read by the light of a lamp 
which stood on a little table near me. The book fell from 
my hands. I coidd think of nothing but the strange 
combination of events which, after so many years, gave to 
this guilty old man the grandson of his victim as the 
witness and guardian of his last sleep. Then, amid the 
profound stillness of the time and place, in spite of myself 
I thought of the scenes of tumult, and violence, and blood, 
of which the lifetime of this dying man had been so fulL 
I sou^t for the &mt impression of them on the coun- 
tenance of this suffering, aged man, on the large features 
which stood forth in pale relief against the shade, like a 
plaster mask. I saw there nothing save the seriousness 
and premature repose of the grave. At intervals I ap- 
proached thtf pillow, to assure myself that the breath of 
life still dilated his weakened Inreasi. 

At length, towards the middle of the nighty an irre* 
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nstible drowsiness took possession of me, and I fell asleep, 
my forehead resting on my hand. I was suddenlj 
awakened by a kind of moumfiil shivering. I raised m 
eyesy and felt a thrill dart through the marrow of my 
bones. The old man had half risen on his bed, and fixed 
on me an attentive and astonished gaze, in which shone an 
expression of Hfe and intelligence imknown to me before 
that moment. When my eye met his, the spectre trem- 
bled ; he stretched out his arms on each side of him, and 
said to me in a tone of entreaty, whose strange, imfaTin^l iaT 
soimd stopped the beating of my hearty *< Marquis, forgive 
me!" 

I tried to rise, to speak, but in vain. I was petrified 
in my chair. 

After a silence, during which the dying man's gaze^ 
still riveted on mine, continued its entreaty, he went on S 
** Marquis, deign to forgive me 1" 

At length I summoned up strength to advance towards 
him. As I drew near, he drew back as if in -paiiif and 
as if trying to avoid a touch of terror. I raised my hand, 
and gently lowering it before his eyes, which were dilated 
beyond measure and stupified with fear, said, << Be at 
peace! I forgive you!" 

I had scarcely uttered these words when his wiiliered 
face brightened with a flash of joy and youth. At the 



OS, THE BOIIANGE OF A POOS YOUNG MAN. 211 

came moment two tears started &om the dried-up sockets 
of his eyes. He stretched out his hand towards me; 
then the hand suddenly closed with violence, and he 
clenched it in the empty air with a threatening gesture ; 
his eyes rolled within the open eyelids, as if a buUethad 
struck him in the heart "Oh, the English!" he mur- 
mured j and immediately fell back on the pillow a lifeless 
mass. He was dead. 

I called out in haste ; some one came running in. 
He was soon surrounded with pious tears and prayers. 
As for me, I withdrew, my soul deeply troubled by this 
extraordinary scene, which must remain for ever a secret 
between the dead man and me. 

This sad event in the femily at once burdened me with 
the cares and duties of which I stood in need, to justify, 
in my own sights my prolonged stay in this house. I am 
unable to conceive for what motives M. Laub6pin advised 
me to put off my departure. What can he hope from this 
delay? I &iicy he has, in this matter, yielded to a kind 
of vague superstition and childish weakness, that ought 
never to have influenced a mind of his temper, and to 
which I have myself done wrong to submit. 

How comes it that he did not see that he was assign- 
ing me additional useless suffering, and a position of no 
freedom or dignity? What am I doing here now? Is 
not this the time in which I can justly be reproached wi^l* 

Q 
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playing with the most sacied feelings ? My first interview 
with Mile. Marguerite sufficed to prove to me the full 
rigour of the test to which I had condemned myself; 
when M, Laroquo's death happened^ and restored for a 
short time a degree of naturalness to my intercourse, and 
some colour of propriety to my stay. 
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CHAPTER XYIIL 

October 2Qth. — Uennes. 
It is all over ! O, Fate ! how sstrong was that tie ! how it; 
encompassed my whole heart ! how it has torn my heart 
to break it ! 

Yesterday evening, about nine o'clock, as I was lean- 
ing out at my open window, I was surprised to see a faint 
light approach my room through the dark paths in the- 
park, and in a direction which people from the chateau 
were not in the habit of taking. A moment after there- 
was a knock at my door, and Mile, de Porhoet came in. 

* 

quite out of breath. " Cousin," she said, " I want to talk, 
to you." 

I looked her in the &ce. '* Some bad news ? " 
"No, not exactly that. However, you shall judge for 
yourself Sit down. My dear child, you have passed 
two or three evenings of this week at the chiteau : have^ 
you noticed nothing new, nothing strange^ about th& 
ladies there »" • 



« Nothing." 



o 2 
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** Have you not at least noticed iu the ezpression of 
their faces a sort of nmisual tranquility f" 

<' Perhaps so. Apart from grief at their recent loss, 
they have seemed to me more calm, and even more happy, 
than formerly. 

"Doubtless. Other peculiarities would have struck 
you, if you had lived, as I have, in daily intimacy with 
them for the past fortnight For instance, I have often de- 
tected signs of a secret understanding and some mysteri- 
ous arrangement passing between them. Moreover, their 
habits have altered noticeably. Mme. Laroque has put 
away her brasier, her sentry-box, all her harmless Creole 
inanities ; slie rises at fabidous hours, and sits down at 
the work-table with Marguerite before daybreak. They 
are both smitten with a ]>assionate taste for embroidery, 
and are learning how much money a woman can earn a 
day in that kind of employment. In short, there was an 
enigma, of which I strove to find the key. The key has 
just been revealed to me, and, though perhaps intruding 
on your private afi^rs sooner than suits you, I have 
thought it right to give it you without delay." 

After the protestations of perfect secresy which I 
eagerly made to her. Mile, de Forhoet went on to say, in 
her own gentle, firm language : " Mme. Aubry came this 
evening to see me by stealth; she began by throwing 
Kftfii }^Qj. ugly arms around my neck, which displeased 
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me very much ; then, in the midst of a thousand selfish 
lamentations, which I spare you, she entreated me to stop 
her relations, on the brink of ruin. This is what she has 
learned by listening at doors, as is her graceful custom ; 
the ladies are at this moment asking for power to make 
over all their property to a religious society at Eennes, so 
as to destroy the inequality of fortune which still separates 
Marguerite *and you. Not being able to make you rich, 
they are making themselves pocn:. I thought I coidd not 
leave you in ignorance, cousin, of this resolution, which 
is equally worthy of their generous souls and their &n- 
tastic brains. You will excuse me for adding that it is 
your duty to put a stop to their design at any cost. 
The repentance that is in store for our friends, and the 
fiightful responsibility with which you are threatened, it is 
unnecessary to tell you ; you understand it as well as I do, 
at a glance. If you could now, my friend, accept Margue- 
rite's hand, that woidd settle eveiything in the happiest 
way in the world ; but you are tied down in this respect 
by an engagement, which, blind and rash as it was, is none 
the less binding on your honour. There remains, there- 
fore, but one tiling for you to do : to leave Brittany with- 
out delay, and resolutely to cut the ground from under 
the hopes which your presence here must inevitably result 
in fostering. When you are no longer here, it will be 
easy for me to bring those two children to reason again. " 
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**Welll I am ready; I will go away tliis very 
night" 

" Tbat is rights" she said. ** In giving you this advice, 
my friend, I myself obey a very rigorous law of lionotir. 
You cheered the last moments of my loneliness ; you re- 
stored to nie the illusion of the sweetest attachments of 
this life — attachments lost to me for many years. In 
iiendiug you away, I am ojScring up my last sacrifice : it 
is an immense one." She rose, and looked at me for a 
moment, without speaking. " At my age we do not em- 
brace young men,*' she resumed, smiling sadly, " we bless 
them. Farewell, dear child, and thank you! May 
Pi'ovidence help you !" I kissed her trembling hands, 
imd she left me precipitately. 

I hastily made preparations for my departure^ and 
then wrote a few lines to Mme. Laroque. I entreated 
lier to renounce a determination, the full scope of wliich 
she had not been able to estimate, and to which I was 
firmly resolved, on my part, not to become an accomplice. 
I gave her my word — and she knew that it could be relied 
on — ^that I would never accept happiness at the cost of 
ber ruin. At the close of the letter, the better to divert 
ber from her- mad plan, I spoke vaguely of a near fiiture, 
in which I pretended to discern chances of fortune. 

At midnight, when all were asleep, I said farewell, a 
jDainful farewell, to my retreat — ^to the old tower where I 
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liad suffered so deeply, where I had loved so deeply ! and 
stole into the chi,teau by a secret door, of which a key had 
been given me. I stealthily crossed, like a criminal, the 
empty and sounding galleries, finding my way as well as I 
could in the darkness, and at last reached the drawing- 
room where I had seen her for the first time. She and 
her mother had left it scarcely an hour ago ; their recent 
presence was still betrayed by a sweety warm perfume^ 
with which I was suddenly intoxicated I sought and 
touched the basket, in which her hand had, a few moments 
previously, replaced her newly-begun embroidery. Alas 1 
my p<3or heart ! I fell on my knees before the place 
which she usually occupies; and there, my forehead 
throbbing against the marble, I wept and sobbed like a 
child. God ! how I loved her ! 

I took advantage of the last hours of the night to be 
driven secretly into the small neighbouring town, where 
I this morning took the coach for Bennes. To-morrow 
evening I shall be in Paris. Poverty, loneliness, and 
despair — you whom I left there — ^I come to find you 
again ! Last dream of youth — dream of heaven, farewell ! 

Paris. 
I^e^^t day, in the morning, as I was about to go to the 
railway, a post-chaise drove into the court-yard of the 
hotel, and I saw old Alain get down out of it. His coun. 
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tenanoe brightened when he saw me. *' Ah, sir ! how- 
lucky you are not gone away yet! Here is a letter 
for youl" I recognised Laub^pin's handwriting. He 
told me in two lines that MUe. de Porhoet was seriously 
ill, and was asking for me. I only took time to change 
horses, and then threw myself into the chaise^ after per- 
suading Alain, not without difficulty, to take the seat 
opposite me. I then pressed him with questions. I made 
h\m repeat the news he had told me^ which seemed to me 
incredible. Mile, de Porhoet had received, the previous 
evening, from Laub^pin's hands, a ministerial document, 
announcing that she was put into full and entire posses- 
sion of the inheritance of her friends in Spain. '' And it 
seems," Alain added, *' that she owes it to you, sir, who 
discovered some old papers in the tower that nobody 
thought of, but which have proved the good old lady's 
right& I don t know what truth there is in it ; but, if it 
is so, it's a pity, I said to myself that such a respectable 
lady should have got such ideas into her head about a 
cathedral, and won't let them go ; for you must know ahe 
holds them more than ever, sir. At first, when she re- 
ceived the news, she (ell flat on the floor, and they thouglit 
she was dead ; but in an hour she began to talk without 
end or break about her cathedral, choir and nave, chapter 
and canons, north aisle and south aisle, so much, that they 
had to bring her an architect and some masons, and lay 
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all the plans of her odious building on her bed. At last, 
after three hours' talking about it, she dozed a little, then 
woke up and asked to see Monsieur Monsieur le Mar- 
quis" (here Alain shut his eyes and bowed), "and they 
sent me quickly after you, sir. It seems she wishes to 
consult monsieur about the aisle." 

This strange event threw me into a state of profound as- 
tonishment. Still, by the help of my own recollections, and 
the confused particulars given me by Alain, I contrived to 
hit on an explanation which more positive information was 
soon to confirm. As I have said, the case of the succes- 
sion to the Spanish branch of the Porhocts had gone 
through two phase& First, there was a long lawsuit be- 
tween Mile, de Porhoet and a great house of Castile^ 
which my aged friend had finally lost in the highest court; 
then a new suit had arisen, in which M11& de Porho^ was 
not even concerned, about the some succession, between 
the Spanish heirs and the Crown, which allied that the 
property had devolved to it as an escheat. Meanwhile^ 
still prosecuting my researches among the Porhol^t 
archives, I had, about two months before my departure 
from the chateau, laid my hand on a cnrioos document^ ef 
which I here give the literal text :— 

''Don Philip^ by the grace of God, King of Cai^tile, 
Xieon, Aragon, the Two Sicilies, Jemsalem, Kararrei .O' 
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iiado, Toledo^ Valencia, Galicia, Majorca, Seville, Cordova, 
Codi^ Murcia, Jaen, the Algarves, Algesiras, Gibraltar, 
the Canary Islands, the Eastern and Western Indies, and 
islands and continents of the Ocean ; Archduke of Aus- 
tria ; Duke of Burgundy, Brabant, and Milan ; Count ot 
Hapsburgh, Flanders, the Tyrol, and Barcelona ; Lord oi 
BisiSay and Molina, &c. 

"To thee, Herv6 Jean Jocelyn, Sieur de Porhoet-Gael, 
Count Torres Nuevas, &c., who hast followed me into my 
realms and served with exemplary faithfulness, I promise 
by special &vour, that, in case of thy direct and lawful 
descendants becoming extinct, the possessions of thy house 
shall revert, even to the detriment of the rights of my 
crown, to the direct and lawful descendants pf the French 
branch of the Forhoet-Gkiel &inily, as long as any shall exist 

"And I make this engagement for myself and my 
successors, on my kingly faiHh and word. 
' "Given at the Escurial, April 16th, 1716. 

" Yo, el Rey.*' 

Side by side with this document, which was only a 
translated copy, I had found the original text, with the 
Spanish arms on it. The importance of the document had 
not escaped me ; but I had been a&aid of exaggerating it 
I had great doubts as to whether the validity of a title 
over which so many years and events had rolled, wonld 
be admitted by the Spanish Gk)vemment I even doubted 
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whether it would have the power to do justice to it, in 
case it should have the will I therefore decided to leave 
Mile, de Porhoet in ignorance of a discovery of such appa- 
rently problematical effect, and I confined myself to dis- 
patching the deed to Laub^pin. Not receiving any 
answer, I had soon forgotten ip in the midst of the per- 
sonal anxieties whicli then overwhelmed me. However, 
contrary to my unjust suspicion, the Spanish Government 
did not hesitate about redeeming the promise of Philip V., 
and as soon as ever a £nal decree gave to the Crown the 
immense inheritance of the Porhocts, the Government 
nobly restored it to the lawful heir. 

It was nine o'clock in the evening when I got out of 

the chaise, before the threshold of the humble cottage 

which that almost royal fortune had so tardily entered. 

The little servant came to the door. She was weeping. I 

immediately heard M. Laub^pin's deep voice, at the top 

of the stairs, saying, "It is he !" I hastily ascended the 

stairs. The old man pressed my hand warmly, and 

ushered me, without a word, into JiUe. de Porhoet's room. 

The physician and the cur6 from the town sat silently in 

the shade of a window. Mme. Laroque was kneeling on 

a chair near the bed ; her daughter, standing near the 

top of the bed, was supporting the pillows on which my 

poor friend's head rested. When the sick woman saw 

mej a slipjht smile passed over her greatly-changed fea- 
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turcs; and she with difficulty disengaged one of her arms. 
I took her hand, I fell on my knees, and could not refrain 
from tears. 

« My child !" she said, « my dear child I" Then she 

I 

looked steadily at M. Laub6pin. The old notary took up 
a sheet of paper which was on the bed, and, appearing to 
finish reading something that had been interrupted, 
raid : — 

** For these reasons, I appoint by this will (the whole 
of which is written by my own hand), imiversal legatee 
of all my property, as well as in Spain as in France, with- 
out any reserve or conditions, Maxime-Jaques-Marie 
Odiot, Marquis de Ghampcey d'Hauterive, of noble heart 
and noble race. Such is my will. 

" Joceltnde-Jeaitne, 
" Comtesse de Porhoet-GaeL" 
In my excessive surprise I rose .abruptly, and was 
about to speak, when Mile, de Porhoet^ gently guid- 
ing my hand, placed it in Marguerite's. At the sudden 
touch, the dear girl trembled; she bowed her young 
^ forehead over the pillow of death, and murmured, 
blushing, some words in the dying woman's ear. ^s for 
me, I could find no words ; I fell on my knees again, and 
prayed to God. Some minutes had passed amid solemn 
silence, when Mai^erite withdrew her hand from, mine 
suddenly, and made a sign of alarm. The doctor 
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fipproaclied hastily} and I rose. Wle. de Porhoet's head 

had sunk back suddenly ; her looks were fixed, radiant, 

and turned towards heaven ; her lips parted a little, and, 

as if she had been talking in a dream, she said : '' O, God ! 

God of mercy ! I see it — ^yonder ! Yes ! the choir, the 

f golden lamps, the windows — ^the sun everywhere ! Two 

angels kneeling before the altar — ^in white robes — ^tliey 

wave their wings. O, God I they are alive !" This cry 

died away on her mouth, and left it smiling ; slie closed 

her eyes, as if billing asleep, and suddenly an air of un- 

dying youth spread over her countenance, which could no 

longer have been recognised. 

Such a death, crowning such a life, carries with it 

lessons^ with which I wished my soul to be filled to the 

full I begged to be left alone in the room with the 

priest. That pious vigil, I trust, will not be lost upon 

jne. As I looked on that countenance which wore the 

impress ot glorious peace, and over which some reflection 

of the supernatural seemed dimly to stray, more than one 

forgotten or doubted truth came before me with iiTcsistible 

evidence. My noble, holy friend, I well knew that you 

had possessed the vii'tue of self-sacrifice : I then saw that 

you had received its reward. 

Towards two o'clock in the morning, giving way to 
■weariness, I felt a wish to breathe the fresh air for a 
moment. I descended the staircase in the dark, and 
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walked into the garden, and avoided going throngli the 
parlour gd, the ground floor, where I had observed a light 
The night was profoundly gloomy. As I approached the 
turret at the end of the little inclosure^ a slight noise 
soimded under the hawthorn, and an indistinct form at 
.the same moment emei^ed from among the leaves. I 
felt a sudden dizziness, my heart palpitated, the sky looked 
full of stars. 

'^ Marguerite r I said, stretching out my arms. I 
heard a faint cry, then my name munnured in a whisper, 
then nothing — ^and I felt her lips on mine. I thought my 

soul was leaving me ! 

« « * •. * • 

* 
I have given Helen half my fortune ; Marguerite is 

my wife. I close these pages for ever. I have nothing 

to conflde to them now. It may be said of men, as it has 

been said of nations, " The happiest are those that have 

no history I*' 



THE END. 
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